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REMARKS. 



To the honour of a profession long held in con** 
tempt by the wise — and still contemned by the weak— - 
Shakspeare, the pride of Britain, was a player. For 
the comfort of the illiterate, he was unlearned ; and, 
to the shame of the vain and petulant author, he was 
meek and humble. 

This is one of Shakspeare's dramas, in which all 
criticism has been absorbed in the tribute of praise. 

There is in the love of Othello and Desdemona 
such a rational apology, such a description of gradue^ 
passion taking possession of her heart, through pity 
and admiration ; rooted in his, from gratitude and 
tenderness; that no sooner has he delivered that 
speech of natural eloquence to the senate, in the 
first act, than every auditor feels himself agitated 
with interest for the fate of the enamoured and 
newly-wedded pair. 

So vast is the power of the author's skill in deli- 
neating the rise and progress of sensations in the hur 
man breast, that a young and elegant female is here 
represented, by his magic pen, as deeply in love with 
a Moor^-^a man different in complexion and features 
from her and her whole race, — and yet without the 
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slightest imputation of indelicacy resting upon her 
taste : — whilst the Moor» in his turn, dotes on her 
with all the transport of the most impassioned loTer^ 
yet without the smallest abatement of the rough and 
rigid cast of hb nature. — ^The mutual affection of 
these two characters seems most forcibly to be inspi- 
red by the very opposite qualities which they each 
possess. 

There is a second contrast in this play more impres- 
sive than the foregoing. The consummate art and ma- 
lignant spirit of lago are sor reverse from the generous 
mind and candid manners of Othello, that it appears 
like the highest point, the very zenith, of the poet's 
genius, to have conceived two such personages, not 
only for the same drama, but to have brought them 
on the stage together in almost every scene. 

To render the work complete, some of the inferior 
characters are important parts ; and combine, with 
its admirable fable, incidents, and poetry, to rank the 
composition among the very best of Shakspeare's 
plays. 

The theatre of Covent Garden has had the enco- 
mium, for a few years past, of representing this tra- 
gedy better than it was ever performed in the me- 
mory of the oldest critic. — Yet, how far a spectator* 
can be secure in speaking of the abilities of any per- 
former in any one particular charadter, so as the next 
who sees him shall conform to that exact opinion, the 
following anecdote, showing the influence of chance 
upon the actor's powers^ may serve to prove. 
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** Booth, the admired tragedian, was, like others of 
the profession, often both cold and negligent on the 
stage. In playing Othello once to a very thin house, 
he was so languid in some scenes of the part (said to 
be the masterpiece of his art) that no one could dis- 
cern their favourite performer. But in the third act» 
as if roused from his lethargy to the most animating 
vigour, he displayed such uncommon fire and force, 
that players and audience were electrified. Colley 
Gibber, who acted the part of lago, exclaimed, on 
their return to the Green Room, <' Pr'ythee, Booth, 
what was the charm which inspired you so on a sud- 
den ?"— " Why, Colley, I saw, by accident, an Ox- 
ford man in the pit, whose judgment I revere more 
than that of a whole audience.*' 
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S£NAT0R9> pFFICER3> SERVANTS, S^C 

SCENE, — In iheJlrstActy in Venice ; during the rest 
of the Phyf in the Island qf Cyprus. 



OTHELLO. 



ACT THE FIRST, 



SCENE !• 



Venice, 



A Street. 



Enter Iaoo and Roderigo. 

Rod. Tush, ne'er tell me^ I take it much unkindly 
That thouy lago, — ^who haist had my purse 
As if the strings were thiiie>-HBhould8t know of this* 

lago. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me :— 
If ever I did d^eam of such a paatter. 
Abhor me. 

Rod, Thou told'st me, thou didst hold him in thy 
hate. 

logo, Despis6 me, if I dp not. Three great onesj 
of the city. 
In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 
btl capp'd to him : — and, by the faith of man, 
I know my pripe, I am worth no worse a ^Vac^ \ — 
Bathe, as loving his owp pride ani put^ose^^ 
grades them with a bombast circumstance^ 
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Horribly stuffed with epithets of war ; 
And, in conclusion, nonsuits 
My mediators ; " for cartes,** says he, ' 
** 1 have already chose my officer." 
And what was he ? 
Forsooth, a gr^t arithmetician. 
One Midiaei Cassio, a Florentine, 
A fellow 

That never set a squadron in the field. 
Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster : — 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be. 
And I, (Heaven bless the mark!) his Moorsbip's 
ancient. 

Rod. By Heaven, I rather would have been his 
hangman. 

lago. Now, sir, be judge yourself, 
Whether I, in any just term, am a^ned 
To love the Moor. 

Rod, I would not follow him then* 

lago, O, sir, content you ; 
I follow him, to serve my turn upon him : 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 
For, when my outward action does demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
But will wear my heart upon ray sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

Rod, What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe, 
If he can carry it thus ! 

lago. Call up her father, 
Kouse him ; make after him, poison his delight ; 
Though that his joy be joy. 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on't. 
As it moT lose some colour. 

Rod. Here is her father's house ; I'll call aloud. 

lago. Do ; with like timorous accent, and dire yeU^ 

5 
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As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

Rod. What ho ! Brabantio I Signior Brabantio, ho ! 

Iago» Awake ! what ho ! Brabantio ! thieves ! 
thieves ! thieves !— 
Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags S— 
Thieves ! thieves ! 

Enter Brabantio abovcy at a fVindoto. 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons i 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your fisunily within i 

lago. Are your doors lock'd ? 

Bra, Why f wherefore ask you this ? 

logo* Sir, you are robbM:-— For shame, arise, 
arise !— 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell. 
Or else the devil wiil make a grandsire of you :— ^ 
Arise, I say !— - 

Bra. What, have you lost your wits ? 

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my 
voice ? 

Bra. Not I: What are you? 

Rod, My name^is— Roderjgo. 

Bra. The worse welcome : 
I have ciiarged thee not to haunt about my doors t 
In honest plainness thou hast heard me say, 
My daughter is not tor thee ; and now, in madness^ 
Being fidl of supper, and distempering draughts. 
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet : — 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir— 

Bra. But thou must needs be sure. 
My spirit, and my place, have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 
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Bra. What telPst thou me of robbing ? this is 
Venice ; 
My house is not a grange. 

Rod, Most grave Br^bantio^ 
In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

lago. Sir, you are one of those that will not serve 
Heaven, if the devil bid you. 

Bra, What profane wretch art thou ? 

logo. I am one, sir, that come to tell you, your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beast 
with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

lago. You are — a senator. 

Bra^ This thou shalt answer ; I know thee, Rode- 
rigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But I beseech you^ 
Straight satisfy yourself: 
If she be in her chamber, or your house. 
Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. , 

Bra, Give me a taper ;-— call up all my people ;— 
This accident is not unlike my dream ; 
Belief of it oppresses me already :— - 
Light ! I say, light ! ZExit. 

logo. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 
It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place. 
To be produced (as, if I stay, I shall,} 
Against the Moor : For, I do know, the state,-— 
liowever this may gall him with some check,.i— 
Cannot with safety cast him ; for he's embark'd 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, 
( Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls, 
Another of his fathom they have not. 
To lead their business : in which regard. 
Though I do hate him as I do hell's pains, 
Yet, for necessity of present life, 
I must show out a flag and sign of lOve, 
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Which is indeed but sign. — ^Thatyou shall surely fi^id 

him, 
Lead to the Sagittar the raised search ; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewell. 

[Exit Iago. 

Enter Brabantio and Servants, tvith Torches. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 
And what's to come of my despised time. 
Is nought but bitterness. — Now, Roderigo, 
Where didst thou see her ? — O, unhappy girl ! — 
With the Moor, say'st thou? — Who would be a fa- 
ther?— 
How didst thou know 'twas she ? — O, thou deceivest 

me 
Past thought ! — What said she to you ?— >Get more 

. tapers ; 
Raise all my kindred. — Are they married, think you ? 

Rod, Truly, I think they are. 

Bra* O Heaven ! — How got she out ? — O treason 
of the blood! — 
Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds 
By what you see them act. — Are there not charms 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abused ? Have you not read, Roderigo, 
Of some such thing ? 

Rod. Yes, sir, I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. — [Exit a Sbrvakt; 
O, that you had had her ! — 
Some one way, some another.-— [Exit a Sskyai^- 
Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Mikki'^ 

Rod. 1 think I can discover him ; if yoa j^ 
To get good guard, and go along with me* ' ' 

Bra. 'Pray you, lead on. At every Ikii^ 
I may command at most :— Get we^ 
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And raise some special officers of night-— 
Ooi good Roderigo ; — Pll deserve your pains. 

[Eseunt Rod. Brab. and Servants. 



SCENE II* 



. -> •> 



Venice. -' "' 



Another Street » 



Enter Othello and Iago. 

logo. Though in the trade of war I have slain men, 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o' the conscience, 
To do no contrived murder ; I lack iniquity ^ 
Sometimes, to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the ribs. 

0th, 'Tis better as it is. 

Iago, Nay, but he prated, 
And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour. 
That, with the godliness I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. fiut, I pray, sir. 
Are you fast marryM ? for, be sure of mis,— - 
That the magnifico is much beloved ; 
And hath, in this effect, a voice potential 
As double as the Duke's : he will divorce you ; 
Or put upon vou what restraint and grievance 
The law (with all its might, to enforce it on,) 
Will give him cable. 

0th, Let him do his spite : 
My services, whidi I have doM the a|gajuMj» -, ^ 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Us yet te k&or 

11 
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iWhichy when I know that boasting is an honour, 
shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ; and my demerite 
May speak, unbonnetted, to as proud a fortune 
' As this that I have reached : For know, lago, 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth.— But look ! what lights come 
yonder ? 
lago. These are the raised father and his friends : 
You were best go in. 

OiK Not 1 : I must be found ; 
My parts, my title, and my perfect soiil, 
Shall manifest me rightly. — Is it they ? 
lago. By Janus, 1 think no. 

7S,nt€r a Servant xaith Tcnrckt Cassio, Giovanni, 

and LucA. 

Oth. The servants of the Duke, and my lieute- 
nant.— 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends ! 
What b the news ? ^ 

Cos, The duke does greet you, general; 
And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance. 
Even on the instant. 

Oth. What is the matter, think you ? 

Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine ; 
You'have been hotly called for ; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 
The senate sent about three several quests 
To search you out. 

Ofh. 'TIS wen I am found by you. 
I Will but spend a word here in the house, 
And go with yoa. [Exit. 

CtMi Ancieii ^'^ vtlakm he here I 

lunL 'Fk lunli boarded a land- 
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If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. ^ 

Cos. I do not understand, 
/ago. He's married. 
Cos* To whom ? 

Enter Othello. 

Iqgo. Marry, to— Come, captain, will you go ? 
Otfi. Have with you. 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 
lago. It is Brabantio. : — General, be advised ; 
He comes to bad intent. 
Oth, Holla 1 stand there ! 

Enter Rodekigo, Brabantio, Officers, and Sea* 

VANTS witk Torches. 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief! 

\_They dravoion hath sides. 

laso. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am for you, 

0th, Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will 
rust them. — 
Good signior, you shdl more command with years. 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra. O, thou foul thief, where hast thou stowed 
my daughter ? 
Dainn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her : 
For I'll refer me to all things of sense. 
If she in chains of magic were not bound. 
Whether a maid— so tender, fair, and happy. 
So opposite to marriage, that she shunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation,— - 
Would ever have, to inqur a general mock. 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou ; to fear, not to delight. 
I therefore apprehend, and do attach thee, 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant :— « 
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Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist, 
Su^ue him at his peril. 

[JTie^ qdvance on both sides* 

Olh, Hold your hands^ 
Both you of my inclining^ and the rest :— 
Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter.— Where will you, that I go 
And answer this your charge ? 

Bra» To prison : till fie time 
Of law, and course of direct session. 
Call thee to answer. 

0th. What, if I do obey ? 
How may the duke be therewith satisfied. 
Whose messengers are here about my side^ 
Upon some present business of the state. 
To bring me to him ? 

Ckts. 'Tis true, most worthy signior. 
The duke's in council ; and your noble self, 
I am sure, is sent tor. 

Bra, How 1 the duke in council ! 
In this time of the night ! — Bring him away : 
Mine's not an idle cause : the duke himself. 
Or any of my brother^ of the state. 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own ; 
Tor, if such actions may have passage free. 
Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be. 

[Exeunim 
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SCENE III. 



Venice. 



A Council Chamber^ 

The Duke, Gratiano, Lodovico, Seven other Sx^ 
NATORSy and Marco, in t»aitingf discovered. 

Duke. There is no composition in these news^ 
That gives them credit. 

Gra, Indeed they are disproportioned ; 
My letters say, a hundred and seven gallies. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

Lod. And min.e, two hundred : 
But though they jump not on a just account^ 
Yet do tl^y all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. , 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment. 

£nter Paulo and a Sailor. 

Paul. A messenger from the gallies. 

Duke. Now ? the business ? ' 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes ; 
So was I bid report here to the state, 
By Siguier Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change i ' 

Lod. This cannot be, 
By no assay of reason; *tis a pageant. 
To keep us in false gaze. 

Paul, Here is more news. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and graciously 
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Steering with due course towards the isle of Rhodes, 
Have there enjoibted them with an after-fleet. 

[Gives Letters to Marco, who delivers them t0 
the Duke. 

Lodm How many, as you guess ? 

Mess. Of thirty sail : and now they do re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purposes towards Cyprus. — Siguier Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 
With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you ta believe him, 

Duke. *Tis certain then for Cyprus. 

Lad. Here comes Brabantio. and the valiant Moor. 

pnier Brabantio, Othello, Cassto, Iago, Ro- 
DERiGo, Giovanni, an(/LucA. 

[^Exeunt Sailor and Messenger. 

Duke, Valiant Othello, we must straight employ 
you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. — 
I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior ; 
We lack'd your council and your help to-night. 

Bra, So did I yours : Good your grace, pardon me ; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business. 
Hath raised me from my bed ; nor doth the general 

care 
Take hold on me : for my particular grief 
la of so flood-gate and o'er-bearing nature, 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows. 
And it is still itself. 

Duke. VVhy, what's the matter ? 

jBra. My daughter ! O, my daughter I 

Duke* Dead^ 

Bra, Ay, to me ; 
She is abused, stol'n from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks : 
Tor nature so preposterously to err. 
Sans witchbrait could not— ^ 

b2 
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. Duhe. Whoe'er he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguiled your daughter of herself. 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter, 
Afler your own sense ; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly, I thank your grace. — 
Here is the man, this Moor; whom now, it seemsi. 
Your special mandate, for the state afiairsy 
Hath hither brought. 

Duke* We are very sorry for't. — 
What in your own part can you say to this ? 

[To OTHSLLOt' 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

0th. Most potent, grave, and reveread signiors^ 
My very noble and approved good masters, — 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is most true ; true, I have marry'd her ; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more* Rude am I in my speech^ 
And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace ; 
For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith. 
Till now,^some nine moons wasted, they have used 
Their dearest action in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I speak, 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious pa^^ 

tience, 
I will a round unvarnished tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what charmS| 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 
(For such proceedings am I charged withal) 
I won his daughter with. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 
Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blushed at herself; and she, — in spite of nature. 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing,<-<- 
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To fall in love with what she feiur'd to look on i 
It is a judgment niaim'd, and most imperfeGt, 
That will confess-^perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature : — 
I therefore vouch again. 

That with some mixtures powerful o'er tlie bloody 
Or with some dram conjured to this efiect^ 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this is no pro(^. 
Othello, speak ;-Tr- 

Did you, by indirect and forced courses. 
Subdue and poison this young maid's a&ctions ^ 
Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth ? 

Oih, I do beseech you. 
Send for the lady to the Sagittar,--^ 
And let her speak of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The trust, the o£$ce, I do hold of you. 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetph Pesdemona hither. 

0th. Ancient, conduct them ; you best know the 
place: — 

[Exeunt Iago, Roderigo, Luca, and Giovanni. 
And, till she come, as truly as to Heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 
So justly to your gr^ve ears I'll present ^ 

How I did thrive in this fair lady's love. 
And she in mine. . . 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

0th* Her father loved me ; oft invited me ; 
Still questioned me the story of my life. 
From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That 1 have pass'd. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days. 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it ; 
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Wherein I spake of npst disastrous chances, 

or moving accidents, by flood, and field ; 

Of hair-breadth 'scapes i' the imminent dead) jbreach ; 

Of being taken by the insolent foe. 

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence. 

And with it all my travel's history : 

Wherein of antres vast, anddesarts idle. 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch 

heaven. 
It was my hint to speak, — such was my process, — 
And of the Cannibals that each other eat. 
The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. — This to hear. 
Would Desdemona seriously incline : 
But still the house affairs would draw her thence ; 
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch. 
She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse ; — which I observing. 
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 
Whereof by parcels she had something heard. 
But not intentively :-^I did consent ; 
And often did beguile her of her tears. 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
That my yoath suffered. My story being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 
Sbe swore, — In faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passinjg^ 

strange ; 
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wond'rous pitiful : 
She wish'd she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 
That Heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd 

me; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her, 
I should but teach him how to tell my story, 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake : 
She loved me for the dangers i had pass'd ; 

5 
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Aod I loved her, that she did pity them* 
Tliis only is the witchcraft I have used ;— 
Here comes the lady» let her witness it. 

Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter 
too.*^ 
Good Brabantioy 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 
Men do their broken weapons rather use. 
Than their hare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak; 
If she confess'that she was half the wooer. 
Destruction light on mci if my bad blame 
Light on the man !-*- 

Enter Giovanni, Iago, Desdemona, Roderigo> 

and LuGA, 

Come hither> gentle mistress : — 

Do you perceive, in dl diis noble company, 

Where mq^t you owe obedience i 

Des. My noble fether, 
I do perceive here a divided duty^ 
To you, I am bound for Ijfe and edueation ; 
My life and education both do learn me - 
How to respect you : you are the lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter : But here's my husband; 
And ao much duty as my mother showed 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lordt 

Bra. Heaven be with you !i — I have done :-« 
Come hither, Mocnr ; 

I here do give thee that with all my heart. 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee.— - 
I have done :— Proceed to the afiairs of state. 

JDuke. The i'urk, with ^ most mighty preparation, 
makes for Cyprus: — Othello, the fortitude of the 
place is best k^own to you : you mu$t therefore b^ 
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content to slubber the gloss of your new fortunes witb 
this more stubborn and boisterous expedition^ 

0th. The tyrant custom^ roost grave senators^ 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice*driv'n bed of down : I do agni;Ee 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomitcs. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 
Due reverence of place and exhibition ; 
With such accommodation and besort. 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Be't at her father's. 

Brom I'll not have it so. 

0th. Nor I. 

Des* Nor I ; I would not there reside. 
To put my father in impatient thoughts. 
By being in his eye. — Most gracious duke. 
To my unfolding lend a prosperous ear; 
And let me find a charter in your voice 
To assist my simpleness. 

Duke. What would you^ Desdemona ? 

Des, That I did love the Moor to live with him. 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world : my heart's subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 
I saw Othello's visage in his mind ; 
And to his honours and his valiant parts 
Did I my soul aod fortunes consecrate s 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, a^id he go to the war. 
The rites, for which I love him, are berefl me. 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence : Let me go with him. 

0th, Your voices, lords : — 'beseech you, let ber 
will 
Have a free way. 
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Duke. Be it as you shall privately detenniney 
Either for stay, or going : the afiairs cry — haste 1 
And speed must answer ; you must hence to-ra'ght. 

Des- To-nighty my lord ! 

Duke. This night. 

Otk. With all my heart 

Duke. At ten i' Uie morning here well meet again. 
Othello, leave some officer behind, 
And he shall our commission bring to you ; 
And such things else of quality and respect. 
As doth concern you. 

Otk. Please your grace, my ancient; 
A man he is of honesty and trust ; 
To his conveyance I assign my wife. 
With what eise needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. — 
Good-night to every one.^— And, noble signior. 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack. 
Your son-in-law is &r more Mr than black. 

[^Exeunt the Dukk, Lodovico, t?ie other Se- 
nators, Marco, Paulo, Giovanni, and 

LUCA. 

Bra. Look to her. Moor; have a quick eye to see ; 
She has deceived her father, may do thee. 

[Exeunt Brabantio and Gratiako. 

0th. My life upon her faith. — Honest lago. 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee : 
I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring her after in the best advantage—- 
Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction. 
To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othelxo, Desdemona, and Cassio. 

Bod, lago,— 

lago. What say'st thou, noble heart i 

Rod. What wil) I do, think'st thou I 

lago. Why, go to bed and sleep. 
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Rod. I w31 incontinently drown nijrBelf. 

lago. WeU, if thou dost, I shall never love thee 
after it. Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to livA is a tor- 
ment : and then have we a pVescription to die, when 
death is our physician. 

logo. O villainous ! I have look'd upon the world 
for four times seven years ; and since t could distin« 
guish betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found 
man that knew how to love himself. Ere I would 
say, I'd drown myself for the love of a Guinea-hen^ 
Pd change my humanity with a baboon. - : * 

Rod. What should I do ? I confess, it is my Aame 
to be so fond ; but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

logo. Virtue ! a fig ! 'tis in ourselves, that w6 are 
thus, or thus. Come, be a man: Drown thyself f 
drown cats and blind puppies! I profess me thy 
friend, and I could never better stead thee than 
now. Put money in thy purse : follow these wars ; 
I say, put money in thy purse. It cannot be, that 
Desdemona should long continue her love to the 
Moor, — ^put money in thy purse! — nor he his to 
her : it was a violent commencement, and thou shalt 
see an answerable sequestration ; put but money in 
thy purse ! — If sanctimony and a frail vow, betwixt 
an erring Barbarian and a super-subtle Venetian, be 
not too hard for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, 
thou shalt enjoy her: therefore make money. A 
plague of drowning ! it is clean out of the way : seek 
thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy, 
than to be drowned and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopesi if I depend 
on the issue ? 

lago. Thou art sure of me : — Go, make money :--* 
I have told thee often, and I tell thee again and again, 
I hate the Moor : My cause is hearted ; thine hath 
no less reason : Let us be conjunctive in our revenge 
against him : If thou canst cuckold him, thou dost 
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thyself a pleasure, and me a mort. Traverse ; go ; 
provide thy money. We will have more of this to- 
morrow. Adieu I 

Jiod, Where shall we meet i' the morning i 

logo. At my lodging. 

Rod. ru be with thee betimes. 

lagom Go to; ferewell.— Do you hear, Roderigo i 

Uodi What say you ? 

logo* No more of drowning,— do you hear ? 

Bod. I am changed :—Pll go sell all my land. 

[Exit Roderigo^ 

logo. Thus do I ever make my fool my purse : 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge should profane^ 
If I would time expend with sudi a snipe. 
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that Hwixt my sheets 
fie has done my office : I know not if 't be true ; 
Yet I, for meife suspicion in that kind, 
Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well ; 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio's a proper man : Let me see now ; 
To get hb place, and to plume up my will ; 
A doid>le Imaveiy.-— How ? how ? — ^Let me see :— > 
After some time, to abuse Othello's ear, 
That he is too familiar with his wife ; — 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose. 
To be suspected ; framed to make women false :-— 
The Moor, a free and open nature too. 
That thinks men honest, that but seem to be so ; 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose, 
As asses are:— 

I have't — it is engendered :— Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's light* 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE J. 



Cypnts, 



A Platform before the Tcfom. 



Enter Montano^ CassiOi and Julio. 

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle^ 
That so approve the Moor : O, let the heavens 
Give hioi defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea ! 

Mont. Is he well shipped I 

Cos. His bark is stoutly timber'd, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approved allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. [A cannon Jired* 

[ JVithout*] A sail ! a sail ! a sail i 

Cas. What noise ? 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. The town is empty ; on the brow o' the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry — a sail ! 

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor* . 
I pray you, sir, go forth. 
And give us trutk who 'tis that is arrived. 

Jul. I shall. [ExeitfU Antonio and Juliow 

Mont. But, good lieutenant, is your general wived ? 

Cas. Most fortunately : he hath achieved a maid 
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That paragons descriptioiiy and wild fame ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens^ 
Andy in the essential vesture of creation. 
Does bear all excellency; 

Enter Julio and Antonio. 

Now, who has put in ? 

Jul, 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 

Cos. He has had roost favourable and happy speed. 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds. 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their common natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mont. What is site ? 

Cos. She that I spake of, our great captain's cap* 
tain,. 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago.— « 
O behold. 
The riches of the ship is come on shore !— 

Enter Iaqo, Dessemona, Koderigo, Emilia^ 
Maeco, and Paulo. 

Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of Heaven, 
Befote, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round i 

Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 

Cos. He is not yet arrived; — nor know I aught. 
But that he's well, and will be shortly here. 

Des. O, but I fear — How lost you company ? 

Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship : — [CannonJired» 

IfVithout.] AsaU! asaU! 

Cas. But, hark i a sail :— See for the news.-— 

[Exit Antonio. 
Good ancient, you are welcome : — Welcome, mis- 
tress.— [To Emilia, hissing her. 
I«et it not gall your patience, good lago. 
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That I extend my mannere : 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. 

lago. Sir, would she gi^e you so much of her lipg^ 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me. 
You'd have enough. 

Des, Alas/ she has no speech! 

laso. I know, too much ; 
I find it still, when I have list to sleep : ' 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in &r heart. 
And chides with thinking. 

EmiL You haye little cause to say so* 

logo. Come on, come on ; you are pictures out of 
doors. 
Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens. 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
Players in your housemfery, and housewives in your 
beds. 

Des. O fie upon thee, slanderer f 

lago^ Nay, it is true^ or else I am a Turk : 
You rise to (^ay, and go to bed to work. 

Emil. You shall not wdte itiy praise. 

lago, No« let me not. 

Des, What wouldst thou write of me, if thou 
shouldst praise me ? 

laso, O gentle lady, do not put me to't ; 
For iam nothing, if not critical. 

Des,, Come on, assay :— There's one gone to the 
harbour? 

Cos. Ay, madam. 

Des. I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise.*— 
Come, what praise couldst thou bestow on a deserving 
woman indeed ; one that, in the authority of her me- 
rits, did justly put on the vouch of very malice it* 
self? 

lagq* I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does firoq^ frieze. 



SCENE I.] OTHBU.O* 529 

It plucks out brain and all : But my muse labours. 
And thus she is delivered. — 
She that wajs ever fair, and never proud; 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud; 
Never lackM gold, and yet went never gay ; 
Fled from her wish, and yet said— Now I may ! 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh. 
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure £ly; 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind» 
See suitors following, and not look behind ; 
She was a wight, — if ever such wight were,-— 

Des. To do what ? 

lagQ. To suckle fools, and chronicle smaU beer. 

Des, O most lame and impotent conclusion ! — Do 
not learn of him^ Emilia, though he be thy husband. 
— How sav you, Cassio ? is he not a most profane 
and libera counsellor i 

Cos, He speaks home, madam; you may relish him 
more in the soldier, than in the scholar. 

LCassio takes Desdsmona b^ the hand, to intro- 
duce her to the Gentlemen of Cyprus ; he talks 
ivith her during Iago's speech* 

lago. \^ Aside.] He takes her by the palm : Ay, well 
said, whisper : — As little a web as this will ensnare as 
great a % as Cassio : — Ay, smile upon her, do :— I 
1 will give thee in thine own courtship :— You say 
true ; 'tis so, indeed : — If such tricks as these strip 
you out of your lieutenantry, it had been better you 
had not Idss'd your three fingers so oft. 

[Cannon Jired.-'^Trumpet sounds. 
The Moor : — I know his trumpet. 

Des. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Enter Othello, Antonio, Luca, Giovanni, 
Lorenzo, and Canno. 

0th. O my fair warrior ! 
Des. My dear Othello ! 

c2 
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Oth. It gives me wonder great as my content^ 
To see you here before me. — O my soul's joy !— > 
If after every tempest come such calms. 
May the winds blow till they have wakenM death ! 
Ana let the labouring bark dimb hills of seaa 
Olympus-high ; and duck a^ain as low 
As hell's from heaven I If it were now to die> 
'Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear, 
My soul hath her content so absolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fiite. 

Des. The heavens forbid. 
But that our loves and comforts should mcr«ase» 
Even as our dajrs do grow i 

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers ! — 
And this, and this, the greatest discord be 

[Embracing heri 
That e'er our hearts shall make ! 
* lago. [Aside.] O, you are well tuned now ! 
But I'll set down the pegs that make this music. 
As honest as lam. 

0th. Come, let's to the castle. — 
News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are 

drown'd.-..- 
How do our old acquaintance of the isle ? — 
Honey, you shall be well desired in Cyprus ; 
I've found great love amongst them. O my sweet,-^ 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. — I pr'ythee, good lago. 
Go the bay, and disembarK my coffers : 
Bring thou the master to the citadel; 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect.— Come, Desdemona, 
Once mpre well met at Cyprus \ [Trumpet soundsm 

[^ExeufU aU bitt Iago and Rodbrigo. 

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour.-— 
Come hither ;— list me.<— -^T he lieutenant to-night 
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watdhes on tbe court of guard :— Firsti I will tell thee 
thisy— Desdemona is directly in love with him. 

Rod* With him ! — ^why, 'tis not possible. 

lago. Lay thy finger«— thus, and let thy soul be 
instructed. Maa*k mO} with what violence she first 
loved the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her 
fantastical lies : And will she We hum still for pra- 
ting ? Let not thy discreet heart think it : Her eye 
must be fed ; and what delight shall she have to look 
on the devil i 

Rod I cannot believe, that in her ; she is full of 
most blessM condition. 

lago. Bless'd fig's end ! die wine she drinks is made 
of grapes-: if she had been bless'd, she would never 
have loved the Moor: Bless'd pudding 1 Didst thou 
not see her paddle with the palm of his hand i didst 
not mark that f 

Rod. Yes; but diat was but courtesy. 

lago. Lechery, by this hand ; an index and obscure ' 
prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts*-— 
8ir, be you ruled by me : I have brought you firom 
Venice : Watch you to-night ; for the command, VH 
lay*t upon you : Cassio knows you not ; — ^111 not be 
far frcmi you : Do you find some occasion to anger 
Cassio» either by speaking too loud} or tainting nis 
discipline; or from what other cause you please, 
which the time shall more favourably minister. 

Rod. WeU,— 

logo. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler; 
and, Qaply, may strike at you: — Provoke him that 
he may; for, even out of that, will I cause these of 
Cyprus to mutiny $ whose qualification shall come 
into no true taste again, but by the displanting of 
Cassio. 

Rod. I will do this, if you can bring it to any op* 
portunity. 

lego* I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 
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(titade) : I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Fare-* 

well. 

Rod. Adieu. [Exit Rodbrigo. 

lago. That Cassio loves her» I do well believe it ; 

That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit ; 

The Moor — howbeit that I endure him not,— 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 

And, I dare think, he'll prove to Desdemona 

A most dear husband. Now I do love her too ; 

Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradventure, 

I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 
,For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
' 'Hath leap't into my seat : the thought whereof 

Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards ; 

And nothing can nor shall content my soul. 

Till I am even with him, wife for wife; 

Or failing so, yet that 1 put the Moor 

At least into a jealousy so strong 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to d0|— t 

If this poor brach of Venice, whom I trash 

For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, 

I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip; 

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,— 

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too, — 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me^ 

For making him egcegiousJy an ass. 

And practising upon his peace and quiet. 

Even to madness. 'Tis here, but yet confused; 

Knavery's plain face is never seen till used. 

\ExiU 
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SCENE ir. 



Ciffnrus. 



The Guard-House be/are the Castie* 



Enter Othello, Cassio, Giovannii Luca, Marco, 

and Paulo« 

0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to* 
night ; 
Let's teach ourselves that honourable stop. 
Not to out-sport discretion. 

Coj. lago hath direction what to do ; 
But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
WiU I look to't. 

0th. lago is most honest.^— 
Michael, good-night:— To-morrowy with your ear^ 

llest, 
Let me have speech with you :— - 
Good-m'ght. [Exeuvt oU bn CamiQi^^ 

Enter Llgo, 

Cos. Welcome, lago ; we must to the watehp 
lago. Not this hour, lieutenant ; it. is not yet 
o'clock. Our general cast us thus early, fiir th» 
of his Desdemona ; whom let us nottherefiHrp 
he hath not yet made wanton the ni^ w: 
and she is sport for Jove. 
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Cas. She's a most exquisite lady. 
lago. What an eye she has ! methinks it sounds 
a parley of provocation. 

Cas, An inviting eye; and yet, methinks, right 
modest. 

logo. And, when she speaks, 'tis an alarum to 
love. 

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection. 
lago. Well, happiness to their sheets !-*Come, 
lieutenant, I have a stoup of wine, and here without 
are a brace of C3^rus gallants, that would fain have 
a measure to the health of the black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good lago ; I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking : I could well wish 
courtesy would invent some other custom of enter*- 
tainmeiit. 

Ia^o< O, they are our friends ; — ^but one cup s 111 
drink for you. 

Cas. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 
was craftily qualified too ; and, behold, what innova- 
tion it makes here : I am unfortunate in the infinni- 
ty, and dare not task my weakness with any more. 

lago. What, man ! 'tis a night of revels; the gal- 
lants desire it. 

Cas. Where are they ? 
lago. Here ;— I pray you call them in. 
Cas, ril do't; but it dislikes me. [JBrtif. 

lago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him. 
With that which he hath drunk to-night already. 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence 
As my young mistress's dog. Now, my sick fool, 

Koderigo, 
Whom love hath tum'd almost the wrong side out- 
ward. 
To Desdemona hath to-night caroused 
Potations pottle-deep ; and he's to watch : 
Three lads of Cyprus— noble, swelling spirits. 
That hold their honour in a wary distance, 
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The very elements of this warlike isle,— 

Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups^ 

And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock of 

drunkards, 
I am to put our Cassio in some action 
That may offend the isle : — But here they come : 
If consequence do but approve my dream. 
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 

Enter Cassio, Montano, Julio, Antonio^ and 
Leonardo, toith Wine. 

Cos* 'Fore Heaven, they have given me a rouse 
already. 

Mont. Good faith, a little one $ not past a pint, 
Ab I am a soldier. 

logo. Some wine, ho ! 

[Sings.] jfnd let me the canaMn clink f clink ; 
And let me the canaMn clink z 

A soldier's a man : 

A lifers hid a span ; 
Why then let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys ! 

Cof. 'Fore Heaven, an excellent song ! 

logo, 1 learn'd it in England, where, indeed, they 
are most potent in potting : your Dane, your German, 
and your swag-bellied Hollander, — ^Drink, ho !— are 
nothing to your English. 

Cos. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking \ 

lagO' Why, he drinks you with facility, your Dane 
dead drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow your A>- 
main ; he gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next 
pottle can be fiU'd. "I 

Cas, To the health of our general. 

Mont. I am for it, lieutenant: and I'll do >j 
justice. 'S*- 

lagQ. O sweet England I ■< . / . . - .1 ^ 
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[Sings.] King Stephen 'ooas a toortht^ peer. 

His breeches cost him but a crowt^f 
He held them sixpence all too deaVf 
With that he calPd tite tailot'^hwu 

Some wine, ho ! 

Cas. 'Fore Heaven, this is a more exquisite song 
than the other ! 

logo. Wifl you hear it again ? 

Cas. No ; for I hold him unworthy of his place 
that does those things.— >Well9— Heaven's above all ; 
and there be souls mat must be savedf andthere be 
souls that must not be saved. 

logo. It's true, good lieutenant* 

Cas. For mine own part,— -no o£fencetothegeae* 
ral, nor any man of quality,— I hc^ to be sav^ 

lago. And so do I, too, lieutenant. 

Cas. Ay; but, by your leave, not before me ; €be 
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's 
have no more of this : let's to our affairs. Forgive 
us our sins {-—Gentlemen, let's look to our business. 
Do not think, gentlemen, I am drunk ; this is my 
ancient ; — this is my right hand, and this is my left 
hand.— I am not drimk now; I can stand well 
enough, and speak well enough. 

AU. Excellent well. 

Cas. Very well, then,— you must not thmk that I 
am drunk. 
[Exeunt Cassio, Antonio, Julio, and Leonardo. 

lago. You see this fellow that is gone before ;*- 
He is a soldier fit to stand by Csssar 
And give direction : and do but see his vice. 
I fear, the trust Othello puts him in, 
On some odd time of his infirmity, 
Will shake this island. 

Mont, But is he often thus ? 

lago. 'Tis evermore the prologue, to his Bleep, 
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Mont. It were well 
The general were put in mind of it : 
iPerhaps he sees it not ; or his gobd-nattnre 
Prizes the virtues that appear in Cassio^ 
And looks not on liis evils : — Is not this true ? 

Enter RoDEittGO. 

lago. How now, Roderigo ! 
I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. 

[Exit Roderigo. 

Mont* And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place, as his own second. 
With one of an ingraft infirmity : 
It were an honest action to say so 
To the Moor, 

lago. Not I, for this fair island : 
I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cpre him of this evil. 

Rod. [fVithota.] Help ! help !— 

logo. But hark ! what noise ? 

Enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo— A VTONio and 

Jvtio JbUowing them^ 

Cos. You rogue ! you rascal ! 

Mont. What's the matter, lieutenant i 

[Stops CAssia 

Cas* A knave ! — teach me my duty I 
Vll beat the knave into a wicker bottle. 

JRod. Beat me ! 

Cos. Dott thou prate/ rogue ? 

[Struggling to reach RoDERiGOt' 

Mont. Nay, good lieutenant; [,Staying him* 

Fray, sjr, hold your hand» 

Cas. Let me go, sir, 
Or VW knock you o'er the mazzard. 

Mont. Come, comei you're drunk. 

Cas. Drunk ! \^Strikes Montavo« 

[They dravtt and^fif/fk 

9 
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lago, Away^ I say ! go out, and cry — a mutiny. 

[Aside to Roderioo, toho runs out. 
Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen,—- 

Help, ho ! Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano,— ^sir ;«- 

Help, masters ! — Here's a goodly watch, indeed !— 

[Bell rings* 

Who's that that rings the bell ? Diablo, ho i 

The town will rise .--^Heaven's will, lieutenant ! hold ; 
You will be shamed for erer. 

[MoNTANo is tuo»n(/et/,^— Antonio and Julio 
support him. 

Enter Othello, Marco, Paulo, Giovanni, Luca, 
and Servants mth Torches, 

0th. Holdj for your lives. — 
Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth this ? 
Are we turn'd Turks : and to ourselves do that 
Which Heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 
For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl I 
He that stirs next, to carve forth his own rage. 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. — 

[Beil rings. 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 
From her propriety. — [Exit Marco, and returns. 
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who began this ?— -on thy love I charge tliee. 

lago. 1 do not know ;«— friends all but now, even 
now 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Divesting them for bed : and then, but now 
(As if some planet had unwitted men,) 
Swords out, and tilting one at other'a breast. 
In opposition bloodv. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And would in action glorioua I had lost > 
ThMO legs^ that brought me to a p^ of it ! 
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0th. How comes it, Michael, you are dius forgot ? 

Cas. I pray you, pardon me^ I cannot speak. 

0th. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and ydur name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure : What'i the matter. 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? Give me answer to it. 

Mont, Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger ; 
Your officer, lago, can inform you — 
While I spare speech, which something now offends 

me, — 
Of all that I do know : nor know I jau^ht, 
By me that's said or done amiss this night ; 
Unless iself-^harity be sometime a vice ; 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin, 
When violence assails us. 

0th. Now, by Heaven, 
My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgment collied. 
Assays to lead the way : if 1 once stir. 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke.-7-Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 
And he that is approved in this offence. 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth. 
Shall lose me :-T-What ! and in a town of war. 
Yet wild, the people's heart# brim-fuU of fear, 
To manage private and domestic quarrel I— 
In night, and on the court and guard of safety I— r 
'Tis monstrous. — lagp, yrho began't i 

MokL If partially affined, or leagued in office. 
Thou doit deUver more or leas than truth. 
Thou art no iddier. 

le^gou Touch nae not io,«iw,& 
I had ratber ba»r 34 '^VBI moutli. 
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Yet, I persuade myself* to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. — Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myself being in speech, 
There comes a fellow, cryiDg out for help ; 
And Cassio following with determined sword. 
To execute upon him : Sir, this fventleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause : 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue. 
Lest, by his clamour, — as it so fell out, — 
The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot. 
Outran my purpose ; and I returned, the rather 
For that 1 heard the clink and fall of swords. 
And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night» 
I ne'er might say before : When I came back, 
(For this was brief,) I found them close together. 
At blow and thrust ; even as again they were. 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter can I not report :— 
But men are men ; the best sometimes forget :*« 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, — 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best^— - 
Yet, surely, Cassio,—! believe, — received 
From him that fied, some strange indignity. 
Which patience could not pass. 

0th. I know, lago. 
Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 
Making it light to Cassio : — Cassio, I love thee; 
But never more be officer of mine. — 
Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon :** 
Lead him o£— 

[Montano is led off by Julio and Antohio« 
Jago, look with care about the town ;* 
And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted. 

[Exeunt all bul Cassio and I&oo^ 

Jago^ What, are you hurt, lieutenant? 

Cos, Ay, past all surgery. 

lago. Marry, Heaven forbid ! 

Cas, Reputation, reputation, reputation ! I havij 
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lost my reputation ! I have loit the immortal parti 
sir, of myBeir, and what remaina is beatia].— My re- 
putation, lags, ray reputation I 

logo. As I am an honest maD, I thought you had 
received some bodily wound ; there is more oa%nce in 
that than in reputation. Ueputation is an idle und 
most false imposition ; oft got without merit, and lost 
without deserving : ¥09 have lost no reputation at all, 
unless you repute yourself such a loser. What, man ! 
there are ways to recover the general again : sue to 
faim, and he's yours. 

Cat. I will ratlier sue to be despised) than to deceive 
GO good a commander, vritb so shght, so drunken, and 
so indiscreet an officer. Drunk ! — O, thou invisible 
spirit of viae, if thou hast no uame to be known by, 
let us call thee — devil ! 

lago. What was he that you followed with your 
6W0Td i Wliat had he done to you 1 

Cos. 1 know noL 

/ago. Is it possible i 

Qu. I remember a mass of thingSi but nothing 
distinctly; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.-!- O, 
that men should put an enemy ia their mouths to 
steal away their brains ! 

logo. Why, but you are now well enough t How 
came you thus recover'd ? 

Cat, It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, t« give 
place to the devil, vrratfa : one unperfectnesi shows 



ft frankly despise mygelf. 
lam. I could hMTtiljr wish thia had not so be&l- 
loii^Ht, aipce it is ai it ii, mend it for your onq 

Cas, I viil ask him for my place again ; he shall 
tell me, 1 am a drunkard! Had 1 as many moutha 
US Hydra, such an answer would stop then all. To 
he DOW a sensible man, by and by a tool, and pre^'"*^ 
ly a beast 1 O strange < — Every inordir>fl,u cup ii 
!jle3«'il, and the iogredient Uk%,^ 



d presonti^^ 
cup il U)f!^| 
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lago. Come, come, good wine ii a good familiar 
creature, if it be well used ; exclaim no more against 
it. And, good lieutenant, I think you think I love 
you. 

Cas. I have well approved, it, sir. — J drunk ! 
lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at 
some time, man. I tell you what you shall do. Our 
general's wife is now the seneral ;— confess yourself 
Ireely to her ; importune her, she'll help to put you 
in your place : she is of so free, so kind, so apt, so 
bless'd a disposition, that she holds it a vice in her 
goodness, not to do more than she is requested. 
Cos. You advise me well. 

lago, I protest, in the sincerity of love and honest 
kindness. 

Cos, I think it freely^ and, betimes in the morning, 
I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake 
for me : I am desperate of my fortunes, if they check 
jne here. 

lago. You are in the right* Good night, lieutenant ; 
I must to the watch. 

"■ Cas. -Good night, honest lago. [Exit* 

lago. And what's he then, that says, — I play the 
villain,— • 
When this advice is free I give, and honest. 
Probable to the thinking, and (indeed) the course 
To win the Moor again ?— 
How am I then t villain. 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel course. 
Directly to his good ?— Divinity of belli 
When devils will the blackest sins put on, 
They do suggest at first with heavenly shows. 
As 1 do now : For, while this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes, 
And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
I'll pour this pestiience into his ear,-— 
That she repeals him for her body's lust ; 
And; by how much she strives to do him gootT, 
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She shall undo her credit with the Moor* 
So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 
And out of her own goodness make the nei; 
That shall enmesh them all. 

JSnter Roperigo. 

How now, Roderigo ? 

' Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money 
is almost spent ; I have been to-night exceedingly 
well cudgell'd : I think the issue will be — I shall have 
so much experience for my pains, as that comes to> 
and no money at all ; and, with that wit, return to 
Venice. 

lago. How poor are they that have not patience !— - 
What 'wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 
Thou know'st we work by wit, and not by. witch- 
craft; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee. 
And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier'd Cassio ; 
Content thyself a while. — By the mass, 'tis morning; 
Pleasure and action make the hours seem short.-— 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billetted : 
Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter :— 
Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rodebig^* 

Two things are to be done,-— 
My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 
ril set her on :— 

Myself the while, to draw the Moor apart. 
And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife : — Ay, that's the way : 
Dull not device by coldness and delay. [£^2V« 
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ACT THE THIRD, 



SCENE I. 



Cyprus, 



A Room in the Castle* 



Enter Desdemona, Emilia, and Cassio. 

Des. Be thou assured^ good Cassio, I will dip 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

EmiL Good madam, do ; I know it grieves my hus« 
band, 
As if the case were his. 

Des. O, that's an bopest feUow^-rDo not doubt, 
Cassio, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cas. Bounteous madam. 
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, ' 
He's never any thing but your true servant. 

Des, O, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord : 
You've known him long : and be you well as^ured^ 
He shall in strangeqess stand no further off. 
Than in a pQlitic distance. 

Cas. Ay, — ^but, lady. 
That policy may either last so long. 
Or feed upon such nice and wateriah diet, 
That I being absent, and mv place supplv'dy 
My general will forget my love and service. 
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Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place : Assure thee. 
If I do vow^ a friendship, I'll perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience; 
ril intermingle every thing he does 
With Cassio's suit : Therefore, be merry^ Cassio ; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die. 
Than give thy cause away. 

EmiL Madam, here comes ray lord. 

Cas. Madam, I'll take my leave. 

Des, Why, stay, and hear me speak. 

Cos. Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease^ 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Enter Othello and Iago. 

Des. Well, do your discretion. [Exit Cassio. 

logo. Ha ! I like not that. 

dth. What dost thou say ? 

la^o. Nothing, my lord : or if— I know not what. 

Oth, Was not that Cassio parted from my wife? 

lagOm Cassio, my lord ^ No sure ; I cannot think it. 
That he would steal away, so guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. ' 

Otk. I do believe 'twas he. 

Des, How now, my lord ? 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

Otk, Who is't you mean ? 

Des. Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my lord^ 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For, if he be not one that truly loves you. 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face : — 
I pr'ythee, call him back. 
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0th. Went he hence now ? 

Des. Ayi sooth, so humbled. 
That he hath left part of his grief with me ; 
1 suffer with him : — Good love^ call him back. 

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemona, some otlier dme^ 

Des. But shall't be shortly ? 

0th. The sooner, sweet, ror you. 

Des. Shall't be to-night at supper ? 

0th, No, not to-night* 

Des. To-morrow dinner then ? 

0th, I shall not dine at home : 
I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night; or Tuesday 
morn; 
Or Tuesday noon, or night ; or Wednesday mom :-^ 
I pr'ythee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days.— In faith, he's penitent : — 
When shall he come ? 
Tell me, Othello. — I wonder, in my soul. 
What you could ask of me, that I should deny, 
Or stand so mammering on.— ^What ! Michael Cassioy 
Tlmt came a^wooiog with you ; and many a time. 
When I ha¥e spoke of you dispraisingly. 
Hath ta'en your part, — to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! — ^Trust me, J could do much,-— 

0th. Pr'ythee, no more ; — let him come when he 
will ; 
I will deny thee nothings 

Des. Why, this is not a boon ; 
'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves, 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm ; 
Or sue to you, to do a peculiar profit 
To your own person : Nay, when I have a suitt 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 
It shall be full of poise and difficulty, 
And fearful to be granted. 

0th. 1 will deny thee nothing : 
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Whereooi I do beseech thee, grant me this. 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

Dcs, Shall I deny you ? no : Farewell, my lord. 
Oth, Farewell, my Desdemona. I'll come to thee 

straight. 
Des. Emilia, come : — Be't as your fancies teach 
you; 
Whatever you be, I am obedient. 

[Exeunt Emilia an^f Desdemona. 
Otiu Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my soul. 
But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come again. 



/og^o. My noble lord- 
0th. ~ 



What dost thou say, lago ? 
Zogo. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my 
lady. 
Know of your love ? 

Oth. He did, from first to last. Why dost thou 

ask? 
iogo* But for the satisfaction of my thought ; 
No further harm. 

Oth. Why of thy thought, lago ? 

lago* I cud not think he had been acquainted with 

her. 
Oth. O, yes : and went between us very oft. 
logo. Indeed ! 

Oth, Indeed ? — Ay, indeed : Discern'st thou aught 
in that? 
Is he not honest ? 
lago. Honest, my lord ? 
Oih. Honest ? — ay, honest. 
lago. My lord, for aught I know. 
Oth. What dost thou think ? 
lago. Think, my lord ? 
Oth. Think, my lord !— 
By heaven, he echoes me, 
As^ if there were some monster in his thought, 
Too hideous to be shown.— Thou dost mean some* 
thin^.- 
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I heard thee say but now, — Thou lik'dst not that»— . 
When Cassio left my wife : — What didst not like ?— 
And, when I told thee he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cried'st, " In- 
deed I" 
And didst contract and purse tliy brow together. 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit ; if thou dost love me^ 
Show roe thy tliought. 

lago. My lord, you know I love you. 

0th. I think thou dost ;' 
And — for I know thou'rt full of love and honesty. 
And weigh'st thy words before thou givest them 

breath, — 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more s 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave. 
Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that's just. 
They're close denotements, working from the hearty 
That passion cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Cassio,—- 
I dare be sworn, — ^I think that he is honest. 

0th. I think so too. 

lago. Men should be that they seem ; 
Or, those that be not, Vould they might seem none ! 

Otii. Certain, men should be what they seem* 

lago. Why, then, I think Cassio's an honest man* 

0th. Nay, yet there's more in this ; 
I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings. 
As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardon me ; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to.-^ 
Utter my thoughts? Why say they are vile and 

false, — 
As Where's that palace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not i 

0th. Thou dost conspire against thy fnend> lago,^ 
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If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and makcst his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago* I do beseech you,— 
(Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess,-— 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not,)— -I entreat you then. 
From one that so imperfectly conceits, 
YouMd take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance :— 
It were not for your quict^ nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom. 
To let you know my thoughts. 
0th. What dost thou mean ? 
iiigo. Good name, in man and woman, dear my 
lord. 
Is the immediate jewel of our souls : 
Who steak my purse, steals trash ; His something, no- 
thing ; 
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands; 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robi me of that which not enriches him. 
And makes me poor indeed. 
0th By Heaven, 111 know thy thought ! 
lagOn You cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; 
l^or shall not, while 'tis in my custody. 
0th. Ha!-* 

lago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 
It is the green-eyed monster which doth make 
The meat it feeds on : That cuckold lives in bliss. 
Who, certain of hb fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er, 
Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves ! 
0th. O misery ! 

lagq. Poor and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
Bat riches, fineless, is as poor as winter. 
To bim that ever fears he shall be poor:—* 

E 
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Good Heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

0th. Why, why is this ?— 
Think'st thou I'd make a life of jealousy^ 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions ? No ; to be once in doubly 
Is— once to be resolved.— 
'Tis not to make me jealous. 
To say, — my wife is fair, loves company. 
Is free of speech, sings, pl^ys, and aances welt; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt: 
For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago ; 
I'll see before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this,-^— 
Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

lago, Vm glad of this; for now I shall have reasov 
To show the love and duty that I bear you. 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I'm bound. 
Receive it from me: — I speak not yet of proof:-— 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio : 
Wear your eye — thus, not jealous, nor secure ;— 
I would not have your free and noble nature. 
Out of self-bounty, be abused; look to't; 
I know our country disposition well ; 
In Venice they do let Heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands ; their best coa* 

science , 
Is — not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 

0th, Dost thou say so ? 

lago- She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And, when she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks* 
IShe loved them most. 

Olh* And so she did. 

lago. Why, go to, then ; 
She thatj so young, coujid gi^ e out such a seeming. 
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To seal her father's eyes up, close as oak, — 

He thought 'twas witchcraft: — But I am much to 

bbme; 
I humblj do beseech you of your pardoni 
For too much loving you. 

CM. I am bound to thee for ever. 
/Q(go. I see this hath ia little dash'd your spirits. 
Otn, Not a jot, not a jot. 
logo. Trust me, I fear it has. 
I hope you will consider what is spoke 

Comes from my love : But 1 do see you are mo* 

Ted: — 
I am to pray you not to strain my speech 
To grosser issuesi nor to larger reach. 
Than to syspicimu 
Oth. I will not. 

Iag(ih Should you do so, ny lord, 
Uy qpeech should fall into such vile success 
At my thoughts aim not at: Cassio's my trusty 

firiend,— 
My lord, I see you're moved. 

Oth. Noy not much moved ; — 
I do not think but Desdemona's honest. 
lago. Long live she so I and long live you to think 

8o! 
Oih. And yet, how nature, erring from itself, — 
Itigo. Ay, there's the point ; as, — to be bold with 
you,— 
Not to a&ct many proposed matches, 
Of her own cliqae, complexibn, and degree ; 
Wheteto, we see, in all things nature tends:— 
Fie ! one may smell in such a will most rank. 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. — 
But pardon me ; I do not, in position, 
Distmctly speak of her ; though I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment. 
Hay fidl to match you with her country forms, 
Aaj {iuqpi^y) repent 
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0th. Farewell, farewell ; — 
If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ;— 
Set on thy wife to observe. — Leave me, lago. 

lago. My lord, I take my leave. [Exk* 

Oth, Why did I marry? — This honest creature, 
doubtless^ 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

Enter Iago. 

lago. My lord, — I would I might entreat your ho- 
nour 
To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time i 
Though it be fit that Cassio have his place, 
( For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 
Yet, if you please to hold him off a while. 
You shall by that perceive him and his means; 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be seen in that. In the mean timet 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 
(As worthy cause I have to fear — I am,) 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 

0th, Fear not my government. 

Iago. I once more take my leave. [JExit, 

0th. This fellow^s of exceeding honesty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings. — If 1 do prove her haggard, 
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings^ 
I'd whistle her off, and let her down the wind. 
To prey at fortune. — Haply, for I am black ;— 
And have not those- soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have ; — Or, for I am declined 
Into the vale of years ;-— yet that's not much :— - 
She's gone ; I am abused. ; and my relief 
Must be — to loath her. — O curse of marriage. 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad^ 
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And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love. 

For others' uses. — 

Desdemona comes : — 

If she be false, O, then, Heaven mocks itself I— 

111 not believe it. 

Enter Desdemoka and Emilia* 

DeS' How now, my dear Othello > 
Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Oth» I am to blame. 

Des. Why is your speech so faint? are you not well t 

Oth» I have a pain upon my forehead, here. 

Desm Why that s with watchmg; 'twill away again; 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 

0th. Your napkin is too little ; 

■ [He puis the Handkerchief Jrom him, ar^d it drops. 
Let it alone.*— Come, I'll go in with youc 

Des* I am very sorry that you are not well. 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Othello* 

EmiL I am glad 1 have found this napkin ; 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it ; but she so loves the token 
(For he conjured her she should ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evermore about her. 
To kise and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out, 
And give it lago ; 

What he will do with it> Heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Iago. 

Iag(K How now ! what do you here alone ? 
\, . EmU. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you* 
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lago. You have a thing for me ?— it is a common 
thing,— 

EmiL Ha? 

lago. To have a foolish wife. 

EmiL O, is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

lago. What handkerchief? 

EmiL What handkerchief? 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 

lago. Hast stolen it from her ? 

EmiL No ; but she let it drop by negligence ; 
And, to the advantage, I being here, took't up. 
Look, here it is.> 

lago* A good wench ; give it me. 

EmU, What will you do with't, that you've been 
so earnest 
To have me filch it ? 

lago. Why, what's that to you? JiSnatchwg iU 

EmiL If't be not for some purpose of import, 
Give't me again : Poor lady ! she'll run mad 
When she shall lack it. 

lago. Be not you known oPt ; I have use for it. 
Go, leave me. \_Exit Ebciija- 

I will in Cassio's lodgings lose this napkin, 
And let him find it : Trifles, light as air. 
Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
As proofe of holy writ. This may do something.— 
The Moor already changes with my poison : 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons^ 
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; ' 
But, with a little act upon the blood. 
Burn like the mines of sulphur. — I did say so :- ^ 
Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragora> 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou owedst yesterday. 
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Enter Othello. 

Oth, Ha ! ha ! false to me ? td mc ?--' 

logo* Why, how now, general ? no more of that. 

Oth, Avaunt! begone! thou'st set me on the 
rack :— 
I swear, 'tis better to be much abused, 
Than but to know't a little. 

lago. How now, my lord ? 

Otk. What sense had.I of herstol'n hours of lust? 
I saw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry ; 
I found not Cassio^ kisses on her lips : 
He, that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen. 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 

lago. I am sorry to hear this. 

CMh* I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So I had nothing known : O now, for ever. 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 
That make ambition virtue, O, farewell ! 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear- piercing fife. 
The royal banner, — and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And O, ye mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit. 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone. 

Jago. Is it j>0S6ible f — My lord,— 

Oth. [Seizing him.] Villain I be sure thou prove my 
love a whore ; 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul. 
Thou hadst better have been born a dog, 
Than answer my waked wrath. 

Jago* Ifi't come to tliis i 
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0th. Make me to see't ; or, (at the least,) so prove it. 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop» 
To hang a doubt on ; or woe upon thy life ! 

laso. My noble lord, — 

0th. If thou dost slander her, and torture me. 
Never pray more : abandon all remorse ; 
On horror's head horrors accumulate ; 
Do deeds to make Heaven weep, all earth amazed; 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add 
Greater than that. 

lago. O grace ! O Heaven defend me ! 
Are you a man ? have you a soul, or sense ?— 
Heaven be wi' you ; take mine office.—- O wretched 

fool, 
That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice !— 

monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world ^ 
To be direct and honest, is not safe.— 

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence, 

I'll love no friend, smce love breeds such ofi^nce* 

0th Nay, stay : — Thou should'st be honest. 

lago. I should be wise ; for honesty's a fool. 
And loses that it works for. 

0th. By the world, 
I think my wife be honest, and think she's not: 
I think that thou art just, and think thou'rt not ; 
1*11 have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian's visage, is now begrimed, and black 
As mine own face.— - 
'Would I were satisfyfd ! 

lago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion ; 
I do repent me, that I put it to you. — 
You would be satisfy'd r 

0th. Would ? nay, I will. 

lago. And may : But, how ? how satlsfy'd, my lord 
Would you» the supervisor, grossly gape on I 
Behold her * 

0th. Death Knd damnation ! O ! 



8C£NS I.] OTHELLO.. 57 

lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring them to diat prospect : Damn them theoi 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster. 
More than their own I What then ? how then > 
What shall I say ? Where's satisfaction ? 
It is impossible you should see this. 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys^ 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say. 
If imputation, and strong circumstances, — 
Which lead directly to the door of truth,— 
Will give you satisfaction, you may have it^ 

Otn. Give me a living reason she's disloyal. 

logo, I do not like the office : 
But, sith I am enter'd in this cause so far, — 
Prick'd to't by foolish honesty and love,— 
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately; 
And being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of ^soul, 
That in their sleeps will mutter their aftairs; 
One of this kind is Cassio : 
In sleep I heard him say, — *^ Sweet Dcsdemona, 
Let us be wary, let us hide our lovesl" 
And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand ; 
Cry, — ^*' O, sweet creature !"— ^and then kiss me hard, 
As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots, 
'^at grew upon my lips : 
And then 
Cry — ^** Cursed fate, that gave thee to the Moor !*' 

Oih. O monstrous ! monstrous! 

Ifigo, Nay, this was but his dream. 

Otk> But this denoted a foregone conclusion. 

logo. 'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a 
dream : — 
And this may help to thicken other proofs. 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

0th. ril tear her all to pieces 
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lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done ; 
She may be honest yet Tell me but this,— 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief. 
Spotted with strawberriesy in your wife's hand ? 

0th, I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift. 

lago, 1 know not that : but such a handkerchief 
(I ^m sure it was your wife's,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

0th. IPtbethat 

logo. If it be that, or any that was hers. 
It speaks against her with the other proofs^. 

0th, Oh, that the slave had forty thousand lives ; 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge {-^ 
Kow do I see 'tis time,— Look here, lago : 
All my fond love thus do I blow to Heaven : • 

'Tis gone..— 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell !— 
Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted throne^ 
To tyrannous hate ! — Swell, bosom^ with thy fraught^ 
For 'tis of aspics' tongues 1 

lago. Vt^LWy be content. 

OUi. O, blood, lago, blood ! 

lago. Patience, I say; your mind, perhaps, may 
change. 

0th. Never, lago :»— i 
By yond' marble heaven, 
In tne due reverence of a sacred vow, 
I here engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet. — [Iago inedt. 

'Wit;ness, you ever-burning lights above, — 
You elements, that clip us round about. 
Witness, — ^that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit,.hand, heart. 
To wrong'd Othello's service !— rLet him command. 
And to obey shall be in me remorse. 
What bloody work soe'er. 

Oth* I greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks^ but with acceptance bounteous. 
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And will upon the instant put thee to't : 
Within these three days, let me hear thee say, 
That Cassio's not alive. 

lago. My friend is dead ; 
nit done at your request : But let her live. 

0&. Damn her> lewd minx ! — O, damn her !-^ 
Come, ^ with me apart ; I will withdraw. 
To fbmish me with some swifl means of death 
For the fair deviL — Now art thou my lieutenant. 

lago. I am your owb for ever. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IT. 

Ci/prus^ 

Another Apartment in the Castle, 

PxsDBMOirA and Emilia, discovered. 

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief 
Emilia? 

BmL 1 know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me. 
And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

Emiln Is he not jealous ? 

De$* Who, he? I think the sun, where he was born , 
Brew all such humours from him. 

Emil. Look where he comes. 

Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio be 
CaU'dtobim. 
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Enter Othello. 

..—How is it with you, my lord ? 

0th. Welly my good lady i^^Aside,] O, hardness 
to dissemble !-» 
How do you, Desdemona ? 

Des, Well, my good lord. 

OtL Give me your hand*— This hand is moisty my 
lady. 

Des. It yet hath felt no age, nor known no sonrow. 

0th, This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart,-* 
Hot, hot, and moist : — This hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer. 
Much castigation, exercise devout : 
For here's a young and sweating devil herey 
That commonly rebels.— 'Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 

Des. You may, indeed, say so: 
For 'twas that hand that save awav my heart. 

0th. A liberal hand : the hands of old gave hearts : 
But our new heraldry is— hands, not jieairts. 

Des. I cannot speak of this.— Come now, your pro* 
mise. 

0th, What promise, chuck ? 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak witl^ 
you. 

0th. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Des. Here, my lord. 

0th. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

0th. Not? 

Des. No, indeed, my lord, 

0th. Tliat is a fault : That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my modier give ; 

9 
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She was a charmer^ and could almost read 

The thoughts of people: she told her, while she 

kept it| 
'Twould make her amiahle, and suhdue my father 
Entirely to her love ; but, if she lost it. 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 
Aher new fancies : She, dying, gave it me ; 
And bade me, when my fate would have me wive. 
To give it her:— rl did so : — and take heed on't| 
Make it a darling, like your precious eye ; 
To lose or give't away, were such perdition, 
As nothing else could match. 

Des, h it possible ? 

Oih. 'Tis true ; there's magic in the web of it : 
A Sibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses. 
In her prophetic fury sew'd the work : 
The worms were haliow'd that did breed the silk ; 
And it was dy'd in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens' hearts. 

Dei. Indeed ! is it true ? 

Oth, Most veritable : therefore look to't well. 

Des* Then 'would to Heaven, that I had never 
seen it ! 

Oik, Ha! wherefore? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ? 

Oih. I8*t lost ? is't gone ? speak, is it out o' the way ? 

Dcs. Heaven bless us I 

Oth. Say you? 

Des. It is not lost : But what, an' if it were i 

Oth. Ha !— 

J}es. I say it is not lost. 

Oth, Fetch't, let me see it. 

Des, Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now :— • 
This is a trick to put me from my suit :<*v 
I pray let Cassio be received again. 

IS 
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Oih* Fetch me that handkerchief Si-^my mind mis- 
gives. 

Des» Come, come; 
Youll never meet a more sufficient man. 

0th. The handkerchief!— 

Des. A man that» all his time. 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your lore^ ; 
Shared dangers with you ; 

0th. The handkerchief !— 

Des. In sooth, you are to blame« 

0th. Away ! [Exit. 

EmiL Is not this man jealous ^ 

Des. I ne'er saw this before. 
Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchiefs 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

EmiL 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man.'— 
Look you ! Cassio, and my husband. 

Enter Iago and Cassio. 

Togo. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do't :— 
And, lo, the happiness! — ^go, and importune her. 

Des. How nowt good Cassio i what's the news with 
you ? 

Cos. Madam, my former suit. 

Oes. Alas ! thrice-gentle Cassio, 
My advocation is not now in tune ; 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know hin^ 
Were he in favour^ as in humour, altered* 
You must a while be patient : 
What I can do, I will ; and more I will, 
Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

Iago. Is my lord angry ? 

Emil. He went hence but now, 
And, certainly, in strange unquietness* 

logo. Can he be angry? I have seen the cannen. 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air^-— 
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And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Ptiff 'd his own brother, — and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet nim :— 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. {^Exit. 

Des. I pr'ythee do so. — Something, sure, of state 
Hath puddled his clear spirit : and, m such cases, 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great, ones are their object. 
Nay, we must think, men are not gods ; 
Nor of them look for such observances 
As fit the bridal. 

EmU. 'Pray Heaven, it be state matters, as you 
think; 
And DO conception, nor no jealous toy, 
Concerning you ! 

Des» Alas the day ! I never gave him cause. 

JErniL But jeglous souls will not be answered so : 
Trnjiwe not' ever jealous for the cause, 
But jeriU^ for they're jealous : 'tis a monster 
Begot tuxm itself, born on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's 
mind! 

JEmil. Ladyi amen ! 

Des. I will go seek him. — Cassio, walk hereabout : 
If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit. 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

(?«»• I humbly thank your ladyship. lExeunU 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



Cyprus. 



An Apartment in the Castle, 



Enter Othsllo and Llqo. 

0th Get me some poison, lago; this night :•— I'll 
not expostulate with her ; lest her body and beauty 
unprovide my mind again i — this night, lago. 

lago. Do it not with poison ; strangle her in her 
bed, even the bed she hath contaminated* 

0th. Good, good : the justice of it pleases ; very 
good. 

lago. And for Cassio, — ^let me be his undertaker: 
You shall hear more by midnight.-— 

0th. Excellent good. — [A Trumpet mthotU» 

What trumpet is that same i — 

lago. Something from Venice^ sure. 'Tis Lodovico 
Come from the Duke : and see, your wife is with him. 

Enter Lodovico and Desdemona. 

Lod. 'Save you, worthy general ! 
0th. With sJl my heart> sir. 
Lod. The Duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

[Gives him a Letter. 
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Oih, I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

[Reads the Letter. 

Des. And what's the news, good cousin Lodovico ? 

lago* I am very glad to see you, signior : 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank you. How does lieutenai^ Cassio f 

lago. Lives, sir. 

2>^ Cousin, there's fall'n between him and my 
lord 
An unkind breach : but you shall make all well. 

Oth. Are you sure of that ? 

JDes> My lord i 

Oth> [Reads.] TMs fail you not to do, as you toill^ 

Lod. He did not call ; he's busy in the paper. — 
Is there division between my lord and Cassio ? 

Desm A naost unhappy one : 1 would do much ^ ^ 
To atone them, for the love 1 bear to Cassio* ^ >• 

Oth- Fire and brimstone !— - 

JDcf. My lord ? / 

Oth. Are you wise ? 

Des. What, is he angry ? 

Led. 'May be» the letter moved him ; 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 
D^uting Cassio in nis government 

bes. By my troth, I am glad on't. 

Oth. Indeed ? , 

Des. My lord? 

(^h. I am glad to see you mad. 

Des. How, sweet Othello i 

Odu Devil ! [Striking her. 

Des. I have not deserved this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believed in VeniQe, 
Though I should swear I saw't : 'Tis very much ; 
Make her amends ; she weeps. 

Oth. O devil, devil!— 
If that the earth could teem with woman's tears, 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile.—- 
Oat of my sight! 

r 2 
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Bes. I w31 not stay to offend you. \fimng. 

Lod. Truly an obedient lady ; — 
I do beseech your lordship caU her back. 

0th. Mistress^-* 

Des. My lord ? 

0th. What would yon with her, sir i 

Lod. Who, I, my ford ? 

Olh. Ay ; you did wish that I would make her turn : 
Sir, she can turn and turn, and yet go on, 
And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep : 
And she's obedient, — as you say, obedient, — 
Very obedient — Proceed you in your tears ? 
Concerning this, sir, — O well«painted passion !— 
I am commanded here^ — ^Get you away ; 
Pil send for you anon.— -Sir, I obey the mandate^ 
And will return to Venice : — Hence, afaunt !— 
Cassio shall have my place ! — And, sir, to-night^ 
I do entreat that we may sup together. 
You're welcome, sir, to Cyprus. Goats and monkeys ! 

[Exeunt Othello and Dksdemona* 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor, whom our Aill senate 
Call all-in-all sufficient ? This the noble nature 
Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chancei 
Could neither graze nor pierce i 

lago. He is much changed. 

Lod. What, strike his wife ! 

lago. ''Faith, that was not so well : Yet 'would I 
knew. 
That stroke would prove the worst. 

Lod. Is it his use I 
Or did the letters work upon his bloody 
And new-create this fault ^ 

lago. Alas! alas! 
It is not honesty in me to speak 
What I have seen and known. You shall observe hifSf 
And his own courses will denote him so. 
That I may saye my speech ; Dq V^jiX ^q «fter^ 
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And mark how he continues. * 
Lod. I am 8orry that I am deceived io him* 

lExeutiil 



SCENE II. 



Cyprus* 



Another Apartment in the Castle*. 



Enter Emilia and Othello. 

Oth» You have seen nothipg then ? 

£01//. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect. 

0th. YeS) you have seen Cassio and she together. 

EmiL But then I saw no harm; and then I heard 
Bvery syllable that breath made up between them. 

oik. What, did they never whisper ? 

EmiL Never, my lord. 

0th. Nor send you out 0* the way ? 

EmiL Never. 

0th. To fetch her fan, her mask, her gloves, nor 
nothing ? 

EmiL Never. 

0th, That's strange. 

EmiL I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest. 
Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other, 
Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom* 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let Heaven requite it with the serpent's curse ! 
For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true, 
There's no man happy ; the purest of her sex 
I> foul as slander. 
Oih, Bid her come hither ^-^o.~ [Exii £^IUK. 
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She says enough — ^Yef she's a simple bawd. 
That cannot say as much. This is a sabtle whore, 
A clpS)et-iock-and-key of villainous secrets : 
And yet she'll kneel and pray ; I've seen her do't. 

Enter Desdemona and Emilia. 

Des. My lord, what is your will ? 

Oih. *Pray, chuck, come hither. 

Des. What is your pleasure ? 

Otk. Let me see your eyes :— 
Look in my face. 

Des, What horrible fancy's this ? 

0th, Some of your function, mistress; 
Leave procreants alone, and shut the door ; 
Cough, or cry — ^hem, if any body come : 
Your mystery, yotlr mystery ;^^nay,' dispatch. 

[Etit Emilia. 

Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech im- 
port? 
I understand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 

0th. What art thou? 

Des. Your wife, my lord — ^your true and loyal 
wif<5. 

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 
Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee; therefore be double-damn'd; 
Swear — thou art honest. 

Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 

0th* Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as 
" hell. • 

Pes. [^Rises^'} To whom^ my lord i with whom i 
How am I false i 

0th. O Desdemona !->-away ! away ! away ! 

Des* Alas, the heavy day !— Why do you weep i 
Am I the occasion of those tears, my lord i 
If, haply, you my father do suspect 
4Vq indiiument of this jour callmg back^ 
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Lay not your blame on me; if you have lost him» 
Why, I have lost him too. 

Oth. Had it pleased Heaven 
To try me with affliction ; had he rain'd 
Att kind of eores and shames on my bare head ; 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips^ 
Given to captivity, me and my hopes ; 
I should have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience :-— 

But Uiere, where I have gamer'd up my heart; 
Where^ either I must live, or bear no life ; 
The fountain from th^ which my current runs. 
Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence !— 
Or keep it as a cisteroy for foul toads 
To knot and gender in !— -Turn thy complexion there, 
Patience, — thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubimy— 
Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 
Des, I hope my noble lord esteems me honest. 
Oih, Of ay; as summer flies are in the shambles, 
That quicken e'en with blowing. O, thou weed. 
Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet, 
That Uie sense aches at thee,-— 'Would thou hadst 
ne'er been born ! 
Iks. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed ? 
Oth. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book, 
Hade to write whore upon I — What committed ? 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks : 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 
h hush'd within the hollow mine of earth. 
And will not hear it ! — What committed ?<-• 
Impudent strumpet ! 
JDes* By Heaven, you do me wrong ! 
0th* Are you not a strumpet ? 
Des* Nd, as I am a Christian. 
0th. I cry you mercy, then ; 
I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That marry'd with Othello.-^You, mistre8S|<«» 
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That have the office opposite to Saint Peter^ 
And keep the gate of bell, — 

Enter £milia. 

You, you,.— ay, you— - 

We've done our course : there's money for ydiir pains ; 

I pray you, turn the key and keep our counsel. 

[Exit. 

EmiL Alas ! what does this gentleman conceive ^ 
How do jou, i9y good lady ? 
Good madam, what'3 the matter wUh n^y lord i 

JDes, )A/ith whom ? 

EmiL . With my lord, madam \ 

Des, Who is thy lord ? 

EmiL He that is yours, sweet lady^ 

I>es. I have none— Do not talk to me, Emilia >tr> 
Call thv husband hither. 

Emil. Here is a change indeed ! [£xfif. 

JOes^ 'Tjs meet I shoidd be used so, very meet* 

Enter Iago and Emilia. 

logo. What is your pleasure, madam I How is it 
with you ? 

EmiL AJas, Iago, my lord has so bewhored her» 
Tl;rown such despite and heavy terms upon her, 
As true hearts cannot bear. 

I>es. Am I that name, Iago ? 

Iago, What name, fkir lady ? 

DeS' Such as, she says, my lord did say I was* 

EmiL He calPd her, whore ; a beggar, in his drink» 
Could not have laid such terms upon his callet. 

Id^o, Why did he so ? 

Des, I do not know ; I am sure I am none such. 

Ic^o. Do not weep, do not weep : AIJeis, the day t 

EmiL Hath she forsook so many noble matches, 
Her father, and her country, all her friends. 
To be caljfd-.'whore I would it not make one weep } 



II.] OTHEtLO. 71 

lago. Beshrew him for it ! 
Row comes this trick upon him ? 
Des* Nay, Heaven doth know. 
EmiL I will be hang'd, if some eternal villain^ 
Some busy and insinuating rogue^ 
Some coggings cozening slave, to get some office^ 
Have not devised this slander ; I'll be hang'd else* 
logo* Fre, there is no such man, it is impossible. 
De9. If any such there be. Heaven pardon him ! 
MmiU A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw his 
bones! 
Why should he call her, whore ? who keeps her com^* 

pany I 
What place i what time ? what form ? what Iikeli<« 

hood? 
The Moor's abused by some outrageous knave. 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow :— - 
Oh, Heaven, that such companions thou'dst unfold ; 
And put in every honest hand a whip. 
To lash the rascal naked through the world ! 
Iago» Speak within door. 

Emil, U, fie upon hhn ! Some such 'squire he was^ 
That tnrn*d your wit the seamy side without. 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor, 
/orgo. You are a fool ; go to. 
^** O, good lago. 
What shall I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of Heaven, 
I knew not how I lost him. Here I kneel : — 
If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love, 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed 
Or that n\ine eyes, mine ears, or any sense, 
Delighted wem in any other form; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did. 
And ever will, — though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, — love him dearly, 
(Comfort forswear me ! — Unkindness va\y do much : 



/ 



72 IPTHSIXQ. [ACT IT. 

And his iinkindness may defeat my lifet 

But never taint my love. [They raise her, 

lago. I pray you, be content ; 'tis but his humour ^ 
The business of the state does him offence. 
And he does chide with you. 

Des. If 'twere no other,— 

logo. It is but so, I warrant you. 
Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be welU 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Roperigo. 

How now, Roderigo7 

Mod^ I do not find that thou dealest justly with me. 
. lago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou doff'st me with some device, 
lago ; and rather, as it seems to me, thou keep'st from 
me all conveniency, than suppliest me with the least 
advantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure 
it : Nor am I yet persuaded, to put up in peace what 
already I have foolishly suffered. 

lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 

Rod. 'Faith, I have heard too much ; for your words 
and performances are no kin together. 

lago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod, With nought but truth. I have wasted my- 
self out of my means. The jewels you have had from 
me, to deliver to Desdemona, would half have cor- 
rupted a votarist : You have told me — she has re* 
ceived them, and returned me expectations and com- 
forts of sudden respect and acquittance ; but I find 
none. 

lago. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Rod. Very well ! go to 1 I cannot go to, man ; nor 
^tis not veiy well. By this hand, I say, 'tis very 
scurvy ; and begin to find myself fobb'd in it. 

lago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will mako 
myself known to Desdemona : if she will return me 
my jewels, I will give over my suit, and repent my^ 
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iiDlawfiil solicitation ; if not, assure yourself, 1*11 seek 
satisfiu^don of you. 

/ogv. You have said now. 
RofL Ay ; and I have said nothing but what I pro- 
test intendineDt of doing. 

Iag(u Why, now 1 see there's mettle in thee ; and 
even from this time do build on thee a better opinion 
than ever before* Give me thy hand, Roderigo ; 
thou hast taken against me a most just exception ; 
but yet, I protest, I have dealt most directly in thy 
afiairs. 

Jtod. It hath not appeared. 
logo, I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and 
your suspicion is not without wit and judgment. But, 
Boderigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed, which 
I have greater reason to believe now than ever, — I 
mean purpose, courage, and valour, — this night show 
it : if thou the next night following enjoy'st not Des- 
demona, take me from this werld with treachery, and 
devise engines for my life. 

Ito(L Well, what is it? is it within reason and 
oompaas? 

logo* Sir, there is especial command come from 
Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true ? Why, then Othello and Dec- 
tenoaa return again to Venice. 

logo. O, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and taketli 
wtnv with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode 
behngered here by some accident; wherein none can 
be so determinate as the removing of Cassio. 
Rod* How do you mean— removing of him ? 
lagO" Why, by making bim uncapable of Othello's 
place ; knocking out his brains. 
Ro(L And that you would have me to do ? 
logo. Ay ; if you dare do yourself a profit and a 
right. He sups to-night with a harlot, and thither 
vill I go to him :-»he knows not yet of his honourable 
fortune :— -If you will watch his going thence, — ;Nvh\cVv 

Q 
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I will fashion to fall out between tweire fmd one^«- 
you may take him at your pleasure : I will be near 
to second your attempt, and he shall fall between us. 
— Come, stand not amazed at it, but go along widi 
me ; I will show you such a necessity in hia deathi 
that you shall think yourself bound to put it on him. 

Rod* I will hear uirther reason for this. 

Jago. And ypu shall ; be satisfied. lExamk 
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Cirrus, 



A Garden belonging to the Castle. 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemoka, Emilia, 

Marco, and Paulo. 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no 
further. 

0th, O, pardon me ; 'twill do me good to walk. 

Lod* Madam, good^night ; I humbly thank your 
ladyship. 

Des. Your honour is most welcome. 

Oth> Will you walk, sir ? — 

\^Exeunt Losovico, Paulo, and Maecqi 
O, — Desdemona,— > 

Des. My lord ? 

0th Get you to bed on the instant ; I will be re- 
turned forthwith :— Dismiss your attendant there; 
look it be done. [Exit. 

Des. 1 iFiUi my tord. 
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JEmil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he 
did. 

Des^ He says he will return immediately. 
He hath commanded me to go to bed, 
Andi bade me to dismiss you. 

EmU. Dismiss me ! 

Def . It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 
We must not now displease him. 

EmU* J would you had never seen him! \Exeunt, 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



8CSN2 !• 



Ci/prut* 



A Street, 



Enter Iago and Roderigo. 

logo* Here, stand behind this bulk ; straight will 
he come : 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home ; 
Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; I'll be at thy elbow : 
h makes us, or it mars us ; think of that. 
And fix most firm thy resolution. 



i 
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Rod, Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in*t. 

lago. Here, at thy hand; be bold, and take thj^ 
sword. [Retires a Httk, 

Rod. I have no great devotion to tne deed ; 
And yet he has given me satisfying reasons : 
'Tis but a man gone : forth^ my sword ; he dies. 

[Stands aside 

Tago. [Advancing,] Now^ whether he kill Cassio» 
Or Cassio him> or each do kill the other. 
Every way makes my gain :— -Live Roderigo^ 
He calls me to a restitution large 
Of gold and jewels, that I bobb'd from him. 
As g:fls to Desdemona ; 
It must not be : — If Cassio do remain. 
He hath a daily beauty in his life. 
That makes me ugly ; — and, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him ; there stand I in peril ; 
No^ he must die : — But so, I hear him coming.* 

[^Stands aside 

Enter Cassio. 

Rod. I know his gait, 'tis he : — Villain, thou diest ! 
[He runs, and thrusts at Cassio, who dratvs, 
Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed^ 
But tliat my coat is better than thou think'st; 
I will make proof of thine. 

[Cassio wounds Roderioo, tohoJaUs. 
Rod. O, I am slain ! 

[Iago advances, cuts Cassio behind in thi 
legf and exit. 
Cas. I am maim'd for ever. [CASSioJtdk 

Help, ho i — murder ! murder ! 
Rod. O, villain that I am ! 
Cas. What, ho I no watch ? no passage ? murder 

murder ! 
Rod. Nobody come i then shall I bleed to death 
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Enter Iaoo, in his NighUGoxmif with a naked Svoord 

and a Light. 

Jago. What are you here, that cry so grievously i 
Cat. lago ! O, I am spoil'd| undone by villains ! 
Give me some help. 
lago. O me, lieutenant 1 — what villains have done 

this ? 
Cos. I think that one of them is hereabout^ 
And cannot make away. 
Rod. Of help me here ! 
Cas. That's one of them. 
lago. O murderous slave ! O villain ! 

[Iago stabs RoDERiGO. 
Rod. O damn'd lago ! O inhuman dog !-— O ! 

0!0! 
Iago. Kill men i' the dark! — Where be these 
bloody thieves ? 
How silent is this town ! — Ho ! murder ! murder ! 

Enter hoBOv ico and Gratiano. 

What may you be ? are you of good or evil i 

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 

Iago. Signior Lodovico ? 

Lod. He, sir. 

Iago. I ciy you mercy: Here's Cassio hurt by 
villains. 

Gra. Cassio? 

Iago. How is ity brother > 

Cas. My leg is cut in two. 

Iago. Marry, Heaven forbid !— 
—Know we this face, or no ? — 
Alas ! my friend, and my dear countryman, 
Boderigo ? no : — Yes, sure ; — O Heaven !— -Rode* 
rigo. 

Enter Emilia, toith a Light. 

jEmiL 'Las, what's the matter i what's the matter; 
husbaod i 

10 
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la^o. Casfiio hath here been set on in the dark 
By Roderigo, and fellows that are 'scapcCd ; 
He's almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 

EmU Alasy good gentleman ! alas, good Cassio ! 
lago. Emilia, run you to the citadel, 
And tell my lord and lady what hath happ'd. — 

[Exit Emii^ia. 
Will you go on, I pray ?— -This is the night 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. 

[Exeunt Gratiano, Cassio> Lodovico^ 
and Iago» 



SCBMS ir. 



€^fpru8» 



A Bedchamber in the Castle, 



Desdemona in Bed^ asleep. 

Enter Othello, tot^^ a Light, 

0th. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,— 
Let me not name it to vou, you chaste stars (— 
It is the cause.— Yet Pll not died her blood ; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 
And smooth as monumental alabaster.— 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men- 
Put out the light, and then— Put out the h'ghl I 
If I quench thee, thou flaming miaister^ 
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I can again thyibrmer light restore, 

^Should I repent me : — but once put out thine. 

Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heat. 

That can thj light relume. When I have pluck'd 

the rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth again, 
It must needs wither : — Pll smell it on the tree. — 

[Kisses Desdemona. 

balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice herself to break her sword ! — Once more.-— 
Se dius when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. — Once more, and this the last : — 
She wakes— 

Des. Who's there? Othello? 

Oth, Ay, Desdemona.-— 
Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemona ? 

JDes» Ay, my lord. 

O/A.'lf YOU bethink yourself of any crime, 
Unreconciled as ^et to Heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it straight. 

Ihs. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that ? 

Otlu Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by: 

1 would not kill th v unprepared spirit ; 

No, — ^Heaven forefend ! — I would not kill thy soul. 

jbes. Talk you of killing ? 

Oth. Av, I do. 

Des. Then, Heaven 
Have marcy on me ! 

Oth* Amen, with all my heart I 

JDes* If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum!— 

Des. And yet I fear you ; for you're fatal then. 
When your eyes roll so : Why I should fear, I know 

not. 
Since guiltmess I know not ; but yet, I feel, I fear. 

Oth. Think on thy sins. 

Des. They're loves I bear to you. 
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0th. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Des» That death's unnatural, that kills for IoTmg.<— 
Alas, why ^naw you so your nether lip ? 
Some bloody passion shakes your very franie,~- 

Oth. Peace, and be still ! 

De«. 1 will so : — What's the matter i 

0th, That handkerchief, which I so loved| and gave 
thee, 
Thou gavest to Cassio. 

Des. No, by my life and soul ; 
Send for the man, and ask him. 

0th* Sweet soul, take heed. 
Take heed of perjury ; thou'rt on thy death-bed. 

Des. Ay, but not yet to die* 

Pth. Yes, presently ; \ , 

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception 
That I do groan withal :— Thou art to die. 

De$. Then, Lord have mercy on me ! 

0th. I say, amen. 

Des. And have you mercy too ! — ^I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never loved Cassio 
But with such general warranty of Heaven 
As I might love : I never gave him token. 

0th. By Heaven, I saw my handkerchief in hi^ 
hand. 

perjured woman ! thou dost stone my heart, 
And makest me call, what I intend to do,— - 
A murder, — which I thought a sacrifice :<-^ 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. He found it then ; 
I never gave it him :•— Send for him hither^ 
And let nim confess a truth. 

0th. He has confessed. 

Diei. What,. my lord? 

0th. That he hath — used thee. 

Bes. How? unlawfully? 



K 
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Oth. Ay. 

J>e$. He will not saj so* 

Oth. No, his mouth is stopped ; 
Honest lago hath ta'en order for't. 

Des. My fear interprets then, — Whati Is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his hair^ been lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Dea. Alas, he is betrayfd, and I undone ! 

Oth. Out, strumpet ! Weep'st thou for him to my 
face? 

Des^ Of banish me, my lord, but kill me not. 

Oth* Down, strumpet ! 

Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night* 

Oth. Nay, an you strive,— 

Des, But halfan hour,~- 

Oth» Beuig4one, 
There is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer,-** 

Oth. It is too late.— [He smothers her* 

[Emilia knocks at the Door. 

EmU. My lord ! my lord !— * What ho ! — my lord ! 
my ford ! 

Oth. What noise is this ? — not dead, not yet quite 
dead: — 
I that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain ; — 
So,— so.— — - [^Stabs her with his Dagger. 

[Emilia knocks at the Door. 

Emil. What ho !— my lord ! my lord 1— - 

Oth. Who's there? 

EmiL O, good my lord, I'd speak a word with 
you. 

Oth. Yes;—* 'tis Emilia.^ — By and by. — She's dead. 
Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death ; 
The noise was high. — Ha !— no more moving. 
Still as the grave* — rShall she come in? Were't 

good ? — 
I think she stirs again :— No. — Yfliat'ft l\ve A^^^^.^ 
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If she conies in, she'll sure speak to my wife :— - 

My wife ! my wife !— ^what wife ?— »I have no wifei-» 

0» insupportable ! O heavy hour ! 

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 

Of sun and moon ; and that the afirighted globe 

Should yawn at alteration^ 

[Emilia knocks mt the Thou 

Emil, I do beseech you, i may speak with you, 
O^ good tny lord !—- 

Otk. I had forgot thee :— -O, come in» Emilia n-^ 

[ Unlocks the Daou 

Enter EM ilia. 

'What's the matter with thee now ? 

EmiL O, my good lord, yonder's foul murdef done. 

0th. What? now? 

Emil. But now, my lord* 

0th* It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes more near the earth than she was wont^ 
And make« men mad. 

Emil. Cassio, my lord| hath kiil'd a young Vene« 
tian, 
Call'd— Koderigo. 

Oih. Roderigo kilPd ?^ 
And Cassio kill'd ?-^ 

EmiL No, Cassio is not kill'd. 

0th Not Cassio kill'd? Then mutder's out ol 
tune> 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Des. O, O, O,— 

EmU. Alas! what cry is that ? 

Oth. That! what? 

Des. O, falsely, falsely murder'd I— » 
. EmU. Out, and alas ! it is my lady's voice :-— 
Help ! help, ho ! help ! — ^p lady, speak again I 
Sweet Desdemona ! O, sweet mistress^ speak ! 

Des* A guiltless death I die. 
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EmSL O who has done 
This deed? 

Des. Nobody ; I myself; farewell ! 
Commend me to my kind lord : — O, ftrewell I 

[She dies, 
Oth. Whyi how should she be murdered i 
Emil, Alas, who knows ? 
CHh. You beard her say herself it was not I. 
EmiL She said so ; I must needs report a truth, 
OUi. She's like a liar gone to barning hell ! 
rrwas I that killed her. 

EnuL O, the more angel she, 
And you the blacker devil ! 

(Hn, She tum'd to folly^ and she was a whore. 
Emil. Thou dost belie her^ and thou art a devil* 
Oth^ She was fidse as water. 
EmiL Thou art rash as fire, to say 
That she was false ; Q, she was heavenly trtie ! 

(Hh. Cassio did use her ; ask thy husband else. 
0, 1 were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
to this extremity : Yhj husband knew it alL 
EmU. My husband I 
(Hh. Thy husband. 
JGiii^ That she was false to wedlock i 
Othn Ay, with Cassio.-— 
Nay, had she been true. 
If Heaven would make ne such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
I'd not have sold her for it* 
EmiL My husband !•-«- 
(HL What needs this iteration, woman ? 
I say, thy husband ;— Dost understand the word ?— 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest 1 ago. 
- EmiL If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Bot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart ; 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain, 
OA. Ha?— 
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Emil. Do thy worst : — 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven. 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

0th. Peace, you were best.— 

Emil' Thou hast not half that power to do me 
harm, 
As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O dolt ! 
As ignorant as dirt ' Thou hast done a deed,— 
I care not for thy sword ; Pll make thee known. 
Though I lost twenty lives :— Help ! help, ho ! help ! 
The Moor has kill'd my mistress :•— Murder ! mar« 
der ! — 

Enter Moktano, Gratiano, and Iago. 

Mont. What is the matter > — 

Emil. My mistress here lies murder'd in her bed.— -> 
O, are you come, Iago ? you have done well. 
That men must lay their murders on your nedc* 
Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a man : 
He says, thou told'st him that his wife was ftdse; 
I know thou didst not ; thou'rt not such a villain ;— 
Speak, for my heart is full. 

Iago, I told him what I thought; and told no more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

Emil. But did you ever tell him she was false ? 

Iago. I did. 

Emil. You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 
Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie '"^ 
She false with Cassio !-^Did you say, with Cassio ? 

Iago. With Cassio, mistress.^— 
What, are you mad ? I charge you, get you home. 

Emil. Grood gentlemen, let me have leave to speak ; 
'Tis proper I obey him, but not now:—* 
Perchance, Iago, I will ne'er go home. 

0th. 0\ O ! O ! IFaUing on the Bed. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee dbwn, and roar; 
For thou hast kiiPd the sweetest innocent 
That e'er did lift up eye. 
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0th. O, she was foul !— [Rising. 

I scarce did know you, uncle : There lies your niece ; 
Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly stopp'd: 
I know this act shows terrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Desdemonal I am glad thy father's 
dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore bis old thread in twain. 

0th. Tis pitiful : but yet lago knows 
That she with Cassio had the act of shame 
A ^ousand times committed ; Cassio confessed it 9 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
With the recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand ; 
It was a handkerchief^ — an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

Emil, O Heaven ! O heavenly powers ! 
That handkerchief, then speak'st of, 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; 
For often, with a solemn earnestness, 
(More than indeed belonged to such a trifle^) 
He begg'd of me to steal it. 

logo. Filth, thou liest ! 

Emif. By Heaven, I do not ; I do not, gentlemen.—- 
O murd'rous coxcomb ! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife ! 

Oth. Are there no stones in heaven 
But what serve for the thunder f — Precious villain ! 
[Othello makes a pass at Iago, Montano 
disarms Aim,— Iago, at the same time, stabs 
Emilia, and runs out. 

Mont. Take you this weapon, 
Whidi I have here recovered from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass. 
Bat kill him rather : PU after that same villain. 

[Exeunt Montano and Gratxano, 

0th. X am not valiant neither, 

n 
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But every puny whipster gets my sword :— • 
But why should honour outlive honesty i 
]Let it go all. 

EmU' Moor« she was chaste : she loved thee, cruel 
Moors 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true $ 
So speaking as I think, I die,— I die. [She dieu 

0th. I have another weapon in this chamber. 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper ; 

[Goes for the Sword, and returru. 
Of here it is ; — Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra. [Without,] If Uiou attempt it, it will cost thee 
dear ; 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 

Othf Look in upon me then* and speak to me^ 
Or, nak^ as \ am, I will assault thee* 

Enter Gratiano. 

Behold ! I have a weapon : 
A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier's thigh : Pve seen the day, 
That, with this little arm, and this good sword, 
I've made my way through more impediments c 
Than twenty times your stop : — But, O vain boast ! 
Who can control his fate ? ^tis not so now.~- 
Do you go back dismayed ? 'Tis a lost fear* 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast, 
And he retires :— Where should Othello go i 
Now, how dost thou look now ?— 'O ill-stanr'd wench ! 
Pale as thy smock ! — when we shall m^t at compt^ 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heavens 
And fiends will snatch at it. — Cold, cold, my gbrl; 
Even like thy chastity.«-0 cursed slave I— - 
Whip me, ye devils. 

From the possession of this heavenly sight i 
Blow me about in winds I roast me in sulphur t 
Wa^h me in steep-down gul& of liquid fire I— 
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O Desdemona! Desdemona I dead ?— .0, O, O !«— 

[Falls dawn hy her* 

Enter Lodovico, Cassio, brought in hy Antonio 
aad Julio, Montano, Iago prisoner^ Marco^ 
and Paulo. 

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man ? 

Oth, That's he that was Othello : — Here I am. 

Lodn Where is this viper ? bring the villain forth. 

Oth* 1 look down towards his feet ;— but that's a 
fable ;-^ 
If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[Othello toounds Iago, and Montano dis" 
amu him. 

logo. 1 bleed, sir ; but not kill'd. 

0th, 1 am not sorry neither ; I'd have thee live; 
For, in my sense, 'tis Iiappiness to die. 

Lod, O thou, Othello, that wast once so good^ 
Fall'n in the practice of a cursed slave, 
What shall be said to thee i 

0th. Why, any thing : 
An honourablr murderer, if you will: 
For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. Thi» wretch hath part confessed his villainy : 
Did you and he consent in Cassio's death ^ 

Oth. Ay. 

Cos. Dear general, I never gave you cause. 

Oth» 1 do believe it, and 1 ask your pardon^— 
Wih you, I pray, demand that demi-devil. 
Why he hath thus ensnared my soul and body ? 

logo. Demand me nothing : What you know, you 
know: 
From thia time forth I never will speak word. 

Oth. Well, thou dost best. 

ImU Sir, you shall understand what hath befall'n^ 
Which, as I think, you know not : — Here's a letter, 
Found in the pocket ot^ the slain Roderigo ; 
ibid herei another ; the one of them imports 
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The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo : — 

0th. O villain ! 

Lod, Now here's another discontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came in, and satisfied him* 

0th. O the pernicious caitiff !— - 
How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Cos. I found it in my chamber. 

[Takes it out of his Pocket. 
And he himself confessed it even now. 
That there he dropped it, for a special purpose. 
Which wrought to his desire. 

0th. O fool ! fool ! fool i 

Cas. Tl^ere is, besides, in Roderigo's lettef}-— 
How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast : And e'en but now he spake. 
After long seeming dead,— lago hurt him, 
lago set him on. 

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with us ; 
Your power and your command is taken off. 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave,— 
If there be any cunning cruelty 
That can toi^ment him much, and hold him long. 
It shall be his : Away with him. 

{^Exeunt Iaoo, Paulo, and Marco. 
You shall close prisoner rest. 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state :— Come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soil you ; a word or two, before you go. 
I have done the state some service, and they know't ; 
No more of that : — 1 pray you, in your letters. 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as 1 am ; nothing extenuate, 
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Nor set down aught in malice : then must you speak 

Of one, that loved not wisely, but too well ; 

or one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 

Perplex'd in the extreme : 

Of one, whose subdued eyes, 

Albeit unused to the melting mood. 

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal gum.— Set you down this : 

And say, besides, — that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 

Beat a Venetian, and traduced the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog. 

And smote him — thus ! — ^Stabs himself. 

Of Desdemona !— [Dies, 

Cos, This did I fear, but thought he had no wea- 
pon; 
For he was great of heart. 

Lo(L Gratiano, keep the house, 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor ; 
For they succeed to you.^To you, lord governor. 
Remains the censure of that hellish villain ; 
The time, the place, the torture. — O enforce it ! — 
Myself will straight aboard ; and, to the state. 
This heavy act widi heavy heart relate. [Exemif, 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



This tragedy is a work of such intellectual magni- 
tude^ that every comment which has been written 
upon it is too well known to be quoted^ either for 
amusement or instruction ; and as the celebrity of a 
work naturally excites contemplation on its author, 
thisj one of the most popular amongst Shaksp€!are*s 
plays, leads to a few remarks on the great poet him- 
telf. 

Though Shakspeare was the son of an alderman, 
hnd lived in the little dull town of Stratford upon 
Avon, it appears he was never one of its inanimate 
residents.—- He was married at the age of seventeen 3 
was the fSeither of a family in his minority $ and, be- 
fore he arrived at twenty-two, was compelled to fly 
his native place for a trespass on his neighbour's 
property, and a libel against the man whom he 
had wit>uged« The first offence, however, did not 
amount in criminality much beyond the robbing of 
an orchard; and his libel came iil the sHape of a 
inerry ballad. 

But, with all Just lenity for the nature of those 

nusdeeds, Shakspeare was idle, in his youth, to a 

degree of depravity, by associating with a party of 

^«er»8tcaler8, and then lampooning tlie owner of 

the park where he had committed his depredationt. 
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It dften happens^ that a young man or young wo- 
man becomes dissipated^ or profligate^ because the 
persons about them are torpid and gloomy. The 
worthy alderman^ Shakspeare's father, and all the 
worthy people of the town of Stratford, were, no 
doubt^ tiresome company to a youthful genius like 
the illustrious bard ; and immured with them, a,nd 
their stupidity, something more alluring fippeared 
to his awakened fancy, in tlie adventurous course of 
vice^ than in the drowsy virtue of a sober citizeq. 
But, escaping from home, and led by chance, or de* 
sign, behind the scenes of a London theatre, he 
found, amongst tlie cheerful players, that mirth, 
enterprize, and probity, could all combine ; and he 
wanted neither taste nor principles to recall his be* 
guiled hleart from unwarrantable pursuits, and wa^ 
from that time forward, a just observer of every 
moral duty. 

Though Shakspeare^s reception by the players at 
the ^theatre was merely as a stage attendant, or, at 
best, as an inferior actor, certain it is — that to no 
one spot could he have applied, — to no one society 
of men (not excepting the learned societies) where 
genius, like his, would have been so admired^ so 
cherished, so improved*. 

After many years of honourable industry, during 
which time applause never inveigled him into 

* The great Locke, and other extraordinary men, are proofs 
of that general obser\'ation — '' that the progress of science has 
frequently met with the greatest obstacles from bodies instituted 
for its^nromotion.'* 
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vanity, nor the satire of envy into malignity^ he re- 
turned contented to pass the remainder of his days 
in that town^ which, it may be supposed, he once 
quitted in disgust : but he had now seen the world, 
and he brought back with him choice society in his 
remembrances and reflections 5 and thus became in- 
dependent of the inhabitants of the place for his 
hours of amusement* 

Old age did not force Shakspeare from his busy 
life» lor he was no more than fifty-two when, he 
died 3 imd that event did^ not occur till some time 
after his retirement. 

But though in the possession of health and strength, 
when he t^Ht to his retreat, having seen the worlds 
his birth-i^ace became dear to him ; which^ for want 
of tlmt sights he had^ perhaps^ still despised. 

Various reasons are assigned^ and good ones^ why 
little more is known of this revered poet than the 
foregohig anecdotes : many other things are re- 
ported of him, but scarcely any that do not admit 
of odfitityversy : even the order in which he has 
written his plays is a subject of dispute: — ^but, 
happily, the most material point concerning him 
has Dever admitted of an argument — the high merit 
at U» eompooHions. 
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SCENE,— Elsinore. 



HAMLET. 



ACT THE FIRJST. 



SCENE 1. 



A Platform before the Palace. 

RANCisco on his Post, — Bernardo entering to him, 

Ber. Who's there ? 

Fran. Nay, answer me : stand and unfold your- 
self. 
Ber. Long live the king ! 
Fran. Bernardo? 
Ber. He. 

Fran. You come most carefully upon your hour. 
3ejr» 'Tis now struck twelve; get thee to bed,^ 

Francisco. 
fran. For this relief much thanks : 'tis bitter cold, 
•A*id I am sick at heart. 

-^er* Have you had quiet guard ? 
-l^flw. Not a mouse stirring. 
-fier. Well, good night. 
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If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus^ 
The rivab of my watch, bid them make haste, 
Fran, I think I hear them. — Stand, ho ! Who i^ 
there \ 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 

Fran, 'Give you good night. 

Mar, O, farewell, honest soldier ! 
Who hath relieved you ? 

Fran, Bernardo hath my place. 
'Give you good night. [^Exit Francisco « 

Mar, Holla! i^mardo! 

Ber, Say, 
What, is Horatio there ? 

Hor, A piece of him. 

Ber, Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good Mar- 
cellus. 

Hor. What^hasthis thing appesfr'd again to-night ? 

Ber, I have seen nothing. 

Mar^ Horatio ssys, *tis but oirr lanta ; 
And will not let belief take hold of him. 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us :. 
Therefore I have entreated him alonj^ _.' V 

With us to watch the minutes of this night j " •', 
That, if again this apparition come> 
He may approve our eyes, and sfeak to it. 

Hor, Tush ! tush ! 'twill not appear. 

Ber. Come, l^t us once again assail your ears. 
That are so fortified against our story* 
What we two nights have seen. 

Hor, Well, let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber, Last night of all. 
When yon same star, that's westwai'd from the pole. 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven, 
Where now it burns, Itf arceUus and myself. 
The bell then beating one — [^Clock strikes^ one. 



SCKNB 1.] HAAiLKT. 9 

Enter Ghost. 

Mar, Peace^ break thee off 3 look^ where it comes 

again ! 
Ber. Iti the same figure, like the king that*s dead. 
IJor. Most like : — ^It harrows me with fear and 

wonder. 
Ber, It would be spoke to. 
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 
Hor, What art thou, that usurp'st this time of 
night. 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of bury'd Denmark 
Did sometimes march? By Heaven^ I charge thee, 
speak. 
Mar, It is offended. 
Ber. See ! it stalks away. 
Bor. Stay : speak 5 speak^ I charge thee, speak. 

[£x/^ Ghost. 
Mar, *Tis gone, and will not answer. 
Ber.. How now, Horatio? you tremble and look 
pale : 
Is not this something more than fantasy ? 
M^hat think you of it 2 

Hot.; 1 might not this believe, . 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 
Hor, As thou art to thyself : 
Such was the- very armour he had on, 
When he the ambitious Norway combated. 

Mar. Tims, twice before, and jump at this dead 
hour^ 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to* work, 1 know 
not; 
liut, in l^he gross and scope of mine opinion. 
This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 
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Enter Ghost. 

But soft ; behold ! lo, where it conies again ! 

I'll cross it, though it blast me. — Stay, illusion! 

If thou hast any sounds or use of voice, 

S|)eak to me t 

If there be any good thing to be doD6^ 

That may to thee do ease, and grace to me, 

Speali to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate. 

Which happily foreknowing may avoid, 

O, speak! 

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy Ufe, 

Extorted treasure in the womb of the earth, 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in dea^. 

Speak of it ! — ICock crovos. Exit GiTOst. 

Stay, and speak !— 

Mar. 'Tis gone ! 
We do it wrong, being so mzyestical, 
To oflFer it the show of violence. *^^' 

Ber, It was about to speak, when the cock crew. 

Hon And then it started, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the mom, 
Doth with his lofty and shrill-*sounding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning. 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 
The extravagant and erring spirit liies 
To his confine. 

But look, the morn, in russet mantle clad. 
Walks o*er the dew of yon high eastward hill : 
Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet 5 for, u|>on my life. 
This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him. 

[^Exeunt, 
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SCRNE II. 

The Palace. 

Flourish tf Trumpets and Drums. 

Enter Poix>Nius, the King, Quken, Hamlrt* 
Laerti^ Gentlbmj^n^ an£^ Ladies. 

King, Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother*^ 
death 
The paemory be green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe, 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature* 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourselves : 
Therefore our sometime sister^ now our queen. 
The imperial jointress to this warlike state. 
Hare we, as *twere with a defeated joy, 
Taken to wife ; nor have we herein barr*d 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this afffur along r*— For all, our thanks. — 
And now,^ Laertes, what*s the news with you ? 
Yon told us of some suit : what ia*t^ Laertes ? 

Laer, liiy dread lordf 
Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
^lom whence though willingly I came to Denmark* 
To show my duty in your coronation. 
Yet, Qow^ I must confess^ that duty done, 
^y thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
•Kngf. Have you your father's leave ? What says 

Polonius ? 
•'W, He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow 
Ifeaiv^ 
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By laboursome petition ; and, at last, 
Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent : 
I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thinC) 
And thy best graces j spend it at thy will. 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son 

Ham, A little more than kin, and less than kind. 

King, How is it that the clouds still hang on you? 

Ham, Not so, my lord : I am too much i* the sun. 

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off^ 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids. 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know'st, *tis common^ all, that live, must die. 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. ky, madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be. 
Why seems it so particular with thee ? 

Ham, Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not 
seems. 
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor the dejected *haviour of my visage. 
No, nor the fruitful river m the eye. 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief, 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seem; 
For they are actions that a man might play ; 
But I have that within which passeth show 3 
These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King, *Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, . 
Hamlet, 
To give these mourning duties to your father : 
But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound ' 
In filial obligation, for some term. 
To do obsequious sorrow : But to persevere 
In obstinate condolement, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness ; 'tis unmanly grief 
It shows a will most incorrect to Heaven, 
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We pray you, throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe ; and think of us 
As of a father : for, let the world take note. 
You are the most immediate to our throne. 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Ham- 
let : 
I pray thee^ stay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham, I shall in all my best obey you> madam. 

King, Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply ; 
* Be as ourself in Denmark. — Madam, come ; 
This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof 
No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day. 
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell, 
Re-jspeaking earthly thunder, 

IFlourisk of Trumpets and Drums, Exeunt 
all but Hamlet, 

Ham, Oh, that this too, too solid flesh would melt. 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew ! 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God i O God! 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable. 
Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 
Fie on't ! Oh fie ! 'tis an unweeded garden, 
That grows to seed ; things rank and gross in nature 
Possess it merely.— That it should come to this ! — 
But two months dead !— -nay, not so much, not two : 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a satyr : so loving to my mother, 
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. — Heaven and earth ! 
Must I remember ? Why, she would hang on him, 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on : And yet, within a month,*— 
Let me not think on't ! — Frailty, thy name is wo- 
man!— 
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A little month ; or ere those shoes were old. 

With which she followed my poor father's body. 

Like Niobe, all tears, — 

She married with my uncle, 

My father's brother : — but no more like my father 

Than I to Hercules. — 

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good ; 

But breaks my heart ; for I must hold my tonguel 

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo. 

Hor. Hail to your lordship ! 

Ham, I am glad to see you well : 
Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 

Hor,^ The samcs my lord, and your poor servant 
ever. 

Ham. Sir, my good friend 3 TU change that name 
with you. 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? — 
Marcellus ? 

Mar. My good lord, — 

Ham, I am very glad to see you — Good even, 
wr.-^ 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hor, A truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham, I would not hear your enemy say so ; 
Nor shall you do my ear that violence, 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself ^ 1 know you are no truant. 
But, what is your affair in Elsinore ? 
We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart* 

Hor, My lord, I came to see your father's funeral* 

Ham, I pray.thee, do not mock me, fellow studen^: 
I think it was to see my mother's wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon. . 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio I the funeral bakcd( 
meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables.— 
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Would I had met xnydearest foe in heaven, 
Or ever I had seen that day^ Horatio ! 
My father, — methinks, I see my father. 

Hor. Where, 
My lord ? 

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 
Hor, I saw him once, he was a goodly king. 
Ham, He was a man — take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 
Ham, Saw ? who ? 
Hor, My lord, the king your father. 
Ham, The king my father ! 
Hor, Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear, till 1 may deliver, 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen. 
This marvel to you. 
Ham. For Heaven's love, let me hear! 
Hot. Two pights together had these genilemeii, 
Ma^cellus and Bernardo, on their watch. 
In the dead waste and middle of the night, 
Been thus encountered : A figure, like your father, 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-^-ple. 
Appears before them, and, with solemn march. 
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walk'd 
By their oppressed and fear-surprised eyes 
Within his truncheon's length ; whilst they, distilled 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 
Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ; 
And I with them, the third night, kept the watch : 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time, 
K)nn of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes. 
Ham, But where was this ? 
Miir.My lord, upon the platform where we watch'd. 
Hum. Did you not speak to it ? 
Mr. My lord J I did: 
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}iut answer made it none : yet once, methougbt. 
It lifted up its head, and did addi-ess 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 
But even then, the morning cock crew loud > 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away^ 
And vanished from our sight. 

Ham, 'Tis very strange. 

Hor, As I do live, my honoured loi:d, 'tis true; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty. 
To let you know of it. 

Ham, Indeed, indeed, sirs, but tliis troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 

Mar. We do, mv lord. 

Ham, Arm d, say you ? 

Mar, Arm'd, my lord. ' 

Ham. From top to toe } 

Mar. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then saw you not 
His face ? 

Hor. O, yes, my lord 5 he wore his beaver up. 

Ham. What, looked he frowningly ? 

Hor. A countenance more 
In sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red ? 

Hor, Nay, very pale. 

Ham, And fix'd his eyes upon you ? 

Hor, Most constantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amazed you. 

Ham. Very like. 
Very like : — Stay'd it long ? 

Hor. While one with moderate haste might tell 
hundred. 

Mar. Longer, longer, 

Hor, Not when I saw it. 

Ham, His beard was grizzled ? no ? — 

Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his life, 
A sable silvered. 
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Ham. I'll watch to-night \ perchance 'twill walk 
again. 

Hor. I warrant you it will. 

Ham. If it assume my noble father's person^ 
I'U speak to % though hell itself should gape, 
And bid me hold my i>eace. I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto conceaVd this sight, 
Let it be tenable in your silence still 5 
And whatsoever else shall hap to-night^ 
Give it an understandings but no tongue ; 
1 will requite your loves: so, fare you well. — 

{Exeunt Bernardo and Marcellus. 
Upon the platform^ *twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll visit you. 

Hor. Our duty to your honour. 

Ham. Your loves^ as mine to you : farewell. 

{Exit Horatio. 
My father's spirit ! — in arms ! — all is not well 5 
I doubt som^ foul play : 'would the night were come ! 
Tin then sit still,- my soul : foul deeds will rise^ 
Tftiough all the earth o'erwhelm them^ to men's eyes. 

{Exit, 

SCEXB III. 



An Apartment in Folonius' House. 

Enter Ophelia and Laertes. 

Laer, My necessaries are embark'd 5 farewell : 
IVnd, sister, as the winds give benefit^ 
I^ay let me hear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the triftirrg of his favour, 
^old it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 
HejDjay Dott as unwatned persons do, 
Carve for himself ; for on his choice dcpervAi^ 

B 2 
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The safety and tlie health of tliis whole state; 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustidii, 
If with too credent ear yon list his songs 7 
Fear it> Ophelia $ fear it, my dear sister ; 
And keep you in the rear of your afiectiooy 
Out of the shot and danger of desire; 
The chariest maid is prodigal enough. 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon. 

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep ' 
As watchman to my heart ; but, good my biotfact^'' 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, i^- - 

Show me the steep and thorny way to Heaven 5 
Whilst^ like a reckless libertine. 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads^ 
And recks not his own rede. 

Laer. O, fear me not. 
1 stay too long:-^But here my father comes. 

Enter Polonius. 

PoL Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for shanie; 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail. 
And you are staid for. 

Laer. Most humbly I do take my leave, my lord. 
Farewell, Ophelia ; and remember well 
What I have said to you. 

Oph, 'Tis ill my memory lock'd. 
And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. [^^^^ Laertss. 

Poh What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you ? 

Oph, So please you, something touching the Lord 
Hamlet. 

Pol, Marry, well bethought : 
'Tis told to me he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you ; and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and boun*- 

teous ; 
If it be so, (as so 'tis put on me. 
And that iu way of caution,) I must tcli you^ 
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You do not understand yourself so clearly, 
As it behoves uy daughter^ and your honour. 
What is between you ? give me up the truth. 

Oph. He hathj my lord, of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 

Pol. Affection ? puh ! you speak like a green girl, 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them ? 

Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I should think. 

PoU Marry, I'll teach you : think yourself a baby 5 
That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay. 
Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more dearly. 
Or you'll tender me a fool. 

Oph. My lord, he hath importuned me with love, 
In honourable fashion. 

PoL Ay, fashion you may call it ; go to, go to. 

Oph. And hath given countenance to his speech, 
mv lord. 
With almost all the holy vows of Heaven, 

Pol. kj, springes to catch woodcocks. 1 do know. 
When the blood bums, how prodigal the soul 
Liends the tongue vows. 
This is for all, — 

1 would not^ in plain terms, from this time forth. 
Have you so slander any moment's leisure. 
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet. 
Look to% I charge you 3 come your ways. 

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. {Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

The Platform, 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Makcellus. 

Ham. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air. 
Horn. What hour now ? 
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Hon I think it ladcs of twelve. 

Mar* No, it is struck. 

Hor. I heard it not ; it then draws near the season^ 
Wherein the spirit heki his wont to walk. 

[^Flourisk of music, and ordnance shot offvinthin. 
What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham, The king doth wake to-night, and takes his 
rouse ^ 
And, as he drains his draught of Rhenish down» 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hot. Is it a custom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is't : 
But to my mind,— though I am natire here 
And to the manner born, — ^it is a custom 
More honoured in the breach than the observance. 

Enter Ghost. 

Hor, Look, my lord, it comes! 

Ham^ Angels and ministers of grace defend 119 ! — 
Be thou a spirit of health, or gofa^fn damn*d. 
Bring with thee airs from Heaven, or blasts frona heUy 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'st in such a questioDaUe shape, 
That I will ^>eak to thee : 1*1) call thee Hamlet, 
King, father. Royal Dane.-^O answer me \ 
Let me not burst in ignorance X but tell. 
Why thy canonized bones, hearsed in death, 
Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre. 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn'd. 
Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaws. 
To t:ast thee up agaii* I What may this mean. 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 
Revisit'st thus the glimiMes of tiie Eooon, 
Making night hideous ; and us fools of nature 
So horridly to shake our disposition, 
W*ith thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 
Say, why is this ? wherefore? what should we do ? 
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Hor, It beckons you to go with it, 
As if it some impartnient did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground : 
But do not go with it. 

Hor, No, by no means. 

Ham. It will not speak ^ then I will follow it. 

Hor. Do not^ my lord. 

Ham. Why ? what should be the fear ? 
I do not set my life at a pin's fee 3 
And, for my soul, what can it do to that^ 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 
It waves me forth again — 111 follow it. 

Hor. What^ if it tempt you toward the flood, my 
lord, 
Or to the dreadful summit of the clifif. 
And there assume some other horrible form. 
And draw you into madness ? 

Ham, It waves me still 

Go oh. 111 follow thee. 

Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 

Htm. Hold oif your hands. 

Hor. Be ruled> you shall not go. 

Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as tlie Nemean lion's nerve. " 
Still am I call'd— unhand me^ gentlemen y 



By Heaven^ I'll make a ghost of liim that lets me ;-— 

[BreaJdngJrom them. 
I say, away :■ — Go on, — ^I'U follow thee. 

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet — Horatio 
and Marc£Llus. 
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8CENB V. 

A remote Part of the Platform, 

Enter Ghost a/ic? Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me i speak, TU go 
no further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come. 
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham, Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what 1 shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou sbalt 
hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghost. I am thy father's spirit ; 
DoomM for a certain term, to walk the night ; 
And, for the day, confined to fast in fires. 
Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature. 
Are burn'd and purged away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-chouse, 
I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blqod^ 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres^, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
^ And each particular hair to stand on end. 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 
But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood. — List, list, O list !-— 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love, — 

Ham. O Heaven! 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural mur- 
der. 
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Ham. Murder ! 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is : 
But this most fou1» strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know it, that 1, with wings as 
swift 
As meditation, or the' thoughts of love. 
May swe^ to my revenge. 
Ghost. I find thee apt— 
Now, Hamlet, hear : 

Tis given out, that, sleeping in my orchard, 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a foiled process of my death 
Rankly abused : But know, thou noble youth, 
The serpent, that did sting thy father*s life. 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham* O, my prophetic soul ! my uncle ? 
Ghost. Ajf that incestuous, that adulterate beast. 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts. 
Won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming virtuous queen : 
O, Hamlely what a falling-off was there I 
From me^ whose love was of that dignity. 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But, soft ! methinks I scent the morning air ; 
Bri^ let me be-*-Sleeping within my orchard. 
My custom always in the afternoon. 
Upon my secure honr thy unde stole. 
With juice of cursed hebenon in a phial^ 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous distilment ; whose effect 
Holds sndk an enmity with blood of man. 
That swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
And with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And curd 
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The thin and wholesome blood; so did it mine. 
Thus was J, sleeping, by a brother's hand^ 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch*d j 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin : 
No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head. 

Ham. O, horrible ! O, l^orrible ! most horrible ! ' 

Ghost. If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 
But howsoever thou pursuest this act. 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to Heaven^ 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge. 
To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm shows the matin to be near. 
And 'gins to pale his uneffectual fire. — 
Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. 

\_T/ie Ghost vanishes. 

Ham* Hold, hold, my heart ; 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old. 
But bear me stiffly up ! — ^Remember thee } 
Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat • 
In this distracted globe. Remember thee ? 
Yea, froni the table of my memory 
1*11 wipe away all forms, all pressures past; 
And thy commandment, all alone, shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain. 
Unmixed with baser matter : yes, by Heaven. 

Hor. ^Within,) My lord, my lord,— 

Mar. {fVithin.) Lord Hamlet, — 

Hor. {Within,) Heaven secure him ! 

Ham. So be it. 

Hor. ( Within.) Hillo, ho, ho, my lord ! 

Ham, Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 
Mar. How is't, my noble lord ? 



SCENB v.] HAMLKT. 2o 

/for. What news, my lord ? 

Ham. O, wonderful ! 

Hor, Grood my lord, tell it. 

Ham. No J 
You will reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by Heaven, 

Mar, Nor I, my lord. 

Ham, How say you thenj would heart of man 
once think it ?-^ — 
But youll be secret,— 

Hor. Ay, by Heaven, my lord. 

Ham. There's ne er a villain, dwelling in all Den 
mark. 
But he*s an arrant knave. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from 
the grave. 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right 5 you are in the right ; 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part : 
You, as your business and desire shall point you,— 
For every man hath business and desire. 
Such as it is, — and, for my own poor part, , 
I will go pray. 

Hor, These are but wild and whirling words, my 
lord. 

Ham. I am sorry they offend you, heartily. 

Horl There's no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision here,— 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you : 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
O'ermaster it as you may. And now, good friends. 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers. 
Give me one poor request. 

Hor, What is't, my lord ?' 
We will, 

c 
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Ham. Never make known what you have seen 
to-night. 

Hor. Sf Mar, My lord, we will not. 

Ham, Nay, but swear it. 

Hor, Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham, Never to speak of this that you have seen. 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost, (Beneath.) Swear. 

Hor, O day and night, but this is woncFrous strange! 

Ham. And therefore, as a stranger give it wel- 
come. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatk>, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 
But come : — 

Here, as before, — Never, — so help you mercy \ 
How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself. 
As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on,— - 
That you, at such times seeing me, never shall 
(With arms encumber*d thus, or this head->shake^ 
Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase, 
As, iVellf xnelh foe knovo ;— or. We could, an if toe 
would; — or, IfxiDelistto speak ;-^0T, There be, an if 
they might ; — 

Or such ambiguous giving out,) denote 
That you know aught of me : — this do you swear. 
So grace and mercy at your most need help youl 

Ghost. (Beneath,) Swear. 

Ham, Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! — So, gentlemen. 
With all my love I do commend me to you ; 
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you. 
Heaven willing, shall not lack. Let us go in to^ 

gether: 
And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint— O cursed spite. 
That ever I was born to set it right ! [Exeunt. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

8C£NE I. 

An Apartment in Polonius' House, 

Enter Polonius, meeting Ophelia. 

PoL How now^ Ophelia ! what is the matter ? 

Oph* Of my lord^ my lord, I have been so af« 
frighted ! 

Pol, With what, in the name of Heaven? 

Oph* My lord^ as I was sewing in my closet, 
Lford Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbraced. 
No hat upon his head^ his stockings foul*d^ 
Ungarter'd^ and down-gyved to his ankle, 
Pale as his shirt, his knees knocking each other,*-* 
He comes before me. 

Pol, Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. My lord, I do not know ; 
But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he r 

Oph. He took me by the wrists and held me hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm. 
And, with his other hand thus o*er his brow. 
He &lls to such perusal of my face. 
As he would draw it. Long staid he so ; 
At last, — a little shaking of mine arm, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,<— * 
lie raised a sigh so piteous and profound. 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk. 
And end his being : That done, he lets me go ; 
And, with his head over his shoulder turn'd. 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes 5 
Tor out o' doors he went without their helps. 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 
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PoL Come^ go with iiie ; 1 will go seek the King. 
This is the very ccstacy of love. 
What, have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Oph. No, my lord 3 but as you did command^ 
1 did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 
Come, go we to the King : 
This must be known ; which, being kept close, might 

move 
More grief to hide^ than hate to utter love. [^ExeunC. 



SCENE II. 

The Palace. 

Enter Kino, Queen, Rosbncrantz, Guild£n- 
STERN> Bernardo, and Francisco. 

King, Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guildeu- 
stem! 
Moreover that we' much did long to see you, 
The need we have to use you, did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard. 
Of Hamlet's transformation : 
What it should it be. 

More than his father*s death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the understanding of himself, 
I cannot dream of : I entreat you both. 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures 3 and to gather. 
Whether aught, to us unknown, tifilicts him thus. 
That, open*d, lies within our remedy. 

Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath mucii talk'd of 
you; 
And, sure I am, two men therc are not living 
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To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
So to expend your time with us a while^ 
Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 

Ros. Both your majesties 
Mighty by the sovereign power you have of us^ 
Put your dreaid pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

GuiL But we both obey ; 
And here give up ourselves, in the full bent. 
To lay our service freely at your feet. 

King, Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guilden- 
stem. 

Quetu. I do beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son. — Go some of you. 
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. . 

[^ExeU9lt GUILDENSTKRN, RoSENCAANTZ, FbAN- 

CISCO, and Bbrnamoo* 

Enter Polonius. 

PoL I now do think, (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the train of policy ao sure 
As it hath used to do>) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. 0> speak of that, that I do long to hear. 

Pd. My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
D^bat jBuyesty should be, what duty is, 
IVhy^ day is day, night night, and time is time, 
'Were nothing bat to waste night, day, and time; 
TTherefore — since brevity is the soul of wit, 
«And tediousness the limbs and outward flounshes, 
il will be brief. Your noble son is mad : 
IMlad call I it 3 for to define true madness, 
What is*t, but to be nothing else but mad I 
But let that go. 

Qjueen. More matter, with less art. 

Pol. Madam, I swear, I use no art at all.-^ 
That he is mad, *tis true 5 'tis true, His pity : 

c2 
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I 



And pity *tis, 'tis true : — A foolish figure j 

But farewell it ; for I will use no art : — 

Mad let us g:rant iilm tlien : and now remains. 

Tliat we find out the cause of this effect ; 

Or rather say the cause of this defect ; 

For this effect^ defective, comes by cause : 

Thus it remains^ and thej*emainder thus. 

Perpend, — 

I have a daughter 3 have, while she is mine ; 

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark. 

Hath given me this : Now gather and surmise. 

[Reads.] 2\> the celestialy and my soul's idol, the most 

beautified Ophelia,^^ 

That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; beautified is a vile 

))hrase j but you shall hear : — ^Thus 

[Reads.] In her excellent white bosom, these, ^c. 

Queen, Came this from Hamlet to lier ? 

FoL Good madam, stay a while ; 1 \vill be faith- 
ful— 
[Reads.] Doubt thou, the stars arejire; 
' Doubt, that the sun doth move ; 
Doubt truth to be a liar; 
But never doubt I love, 

O dear Ophelia, J am ill at these numbers; I have 
not art to reckon my groans: but, that I love thee best, 
O most best, believe it. Adieu* 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, tuhilst this 
machine is to him, Hamtet. 
Tius, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me; 
And more above, hath his solici tings. 
As they fell out by time, by means and place. 
All ^ven to mine ear. 

King. But how has she 
Received his love ? 

Pol, What do you think of me ? 

King, As of a. man faithful and honourable. 

Vol* I would fain prove so. But what might you 
think. 
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When I had seen this hot love ou the wing, 

(As I perceived it^ I must tell you that, 

Before my daughter told me,) what might you. 

Or my dear majesty, your queen here, think. 

If 1 had play*d the desk^ or table-book ; 

Or look*d upon this love with idle sight } 

What might you think ? No, I went round to work, 

And my young mistress thus I did bespeak -, 

Lord Hamlet is a prince; out (J'thy sphere; 

This must not be: and then I precepts gave her. 

That she should lock herself from his resort. 

Admit DO messengers, receive no tokens ; 

Which done» she took the fruits of my advice 5 

And he, repell'd, (a short talc to make,) 

Fell into a sadness : 

Thence into a weakness ; 

Thence to a lightness ; and by this declension^ 

Into the madness wherein now he raves. 

And all we mourn for. 

Kmg. Do you think 'tis this ? 

Queen, It may be> very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been such a time> (I'd fain know 
that,) 
That 1 have positively said, *Tis so. 
When it proved otherwise? 

King, Not that I know. 

FoL Take this from this, if this be otherwise. 

[^Pointing to his head and shoulder.' 
If circumstances lead me, I will tind 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed- 
Within the centre. 

King, How may we try it further ? 

1^. You know, sometimes he walks for hours to- 
gether, 
H«De m the lobby. 

Qfuen. So he does indeed. 

Pul. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to him ; 
Maik the encounter : If he love her not. 
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And be not from IM reaion fsllen therean. 
Let me be UQ asBlstant.for a state^ 
But keep a ftrm and carters. 

iSiig. We wfll try it. 

Queen. But look, where sadly the poor wretdi 
cornea reading, 

P(0{^Away> 1 doheseochyou^bothawayi . 
I'll board turn presently. lExeunt Qy«ssi mjdJSoM^* 

Pnier Hamlet^ readings 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ! 

Ham. Esuselteot well* 

Pol. Pq you kniow ine> my lord? 

flam. Excellent well i you are a fiahmongeff 

I^<d. Not 1, my lord. .^ ; \ 

Ham. Then I would you were so boneet e. iMMt 

JPol. Honest>mylord? . , .. 

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honesty M this worU gpe^h 
to be one man pick'd out of tc^n Ijbousand* 

Pol. That*s very true> my lord* 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in udeod dogi 
beic^ a godjt kissing carrion»-*-Have you a daughter^ 

Pd. 1 have, my lord. 

Ham, Let her not walk i* the sun ; conoeptiosi is 
a, blessing; but, as your daughter may eonccave^**^ 
friend, look to't. 

jPo/. StUl harping on my daughter : — ^yet he knew 
me not at first }, he said, I was a fishmonger. IH 
^peak to him again,— What, do you readi^ my lord ? 

Ham, Wqi^ words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord } 

Ham. Between who? 

PoL I meioi ^e matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham, Slander, sir: for the satirical rogue says 

here, that old men have grey beards ; that their Aces 

are wrinkled -, their eyes purging thick ambeff> and 

pluvQ^tree gumi and that they have a plentiful lack 

of wit, together witlbL mto^V vrt^ hams : All whieh^ 
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sir, though I most poweifully and potently belie vc» 
yet I hold it not honesty to have it thus set down ; 
for yourself, sir, shall grow old as I am, if, like a 
crab, you could go backward. 

Pol, Though this be madness, yet there's method 
mt. 
Will you walk out of the air, my lord } 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pal. Indeed, that's out o' the air. — ^How pregnant 
sometimes his replies are ! a happiness that often mad- 
ness hits on, which reason and sanity could not so 
prosperously be deliver'd of. I will leave him, and 
suddenly contrive the means of meeting between him 
and my daughter. — My honourable lord, 1 will most 
humbly take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing 
that I will more willingly part withal ; except my life, 
except my life, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

'Ham. These tedious old fools ! 

Enter Ros£ncrantz and Guil den stern. 

Pal, You go to seek the Lord Hamlet : there he isw 
Ros. Heaven save you, sir ! [^Exit Polonius. 

Gud. My honour*d lord ! — 
Hos, My most dear lord ! — 
Ham* My excellent good friends ! How dost thou, 
Gaildenstem ? Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good lads, how do 
Ye both? What news? 

Ros. None, my lord ; but that the world^s grown 

honest. 
Ham. Th^ is dooms-day near ; but your news is 
»K)t true. — In the beaten way of friendship, what make 
^on at Elsinorc ? 

Rm, To visit you, my lord 3 no other occasion. 
Ham. Beggar that 1 am, I am even {)oor in thanks -, 
^t I thank you, — Were you not sent for ? Is it your 
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own inclioiiig ? Is it a free visitation ? Comej come; 
deal jastly with me : come, nay» speak. 

GuiL What should we say> my lord ? 

Ham, Any thing, — but to the purpose. You wcit 
sent for; and there is a kind of confession in your 
looks, which your modesties have not craft Plough 
to colour : I know the good King and Queen hare 
sent for you. 

Ro9. To what end, my lord ? 

Ham* That you must teach me. But let me con* 
jure you, by the rights of our fellowship, by the eon* 
sonancy of our youth, by the obligation of our ever* 
preserved love, and by what more dear a better pro* 
poser could charge you withal^ be even and direct 
with me, whether you were sent for, or no ? 

Ros. What say you } [7V> Guildensteev. 

Ham. Nay, then, I have an eye of you.«*»If yoa 
love nie, hold not off. 

GuiL My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham, I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipa- 
tion prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to the 
King and Queen moult no feather. I have of late, 
(but wherefore I know not,) lost all my mirths fbre* 
gone all custom of exercise 5 and, indeed, it goes so 
heavily with my disposition, that this goodly frame, 
the earth, seems to me a sterile promontory ; tliis most^ 
excellent canopy, the air, — look you, this brave o^er* 
hanging firmament, this miyestical roof fretted with^ 
golden fire, — why, it appears no other thing to m^ 
than a foul and pestilent congregation of vapours. — ^ 
Wh<it a piece of work is man ! How noble in reason E- 
how infinite in faculties ! in form and moving, ho^^' 
express and admirable ! in action, how like an angel I? 
in apprehension, how like a god ! the beauty of th^ 
world! the paragon of animals! And 3ret to me^^ 
what is this quintessence of dust } Man delights not^^ 
me,--^uor woman neither 5 though, by your smiling^ 
you seem to say so. 
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Ros. My lord, there was no such staff in my 
thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I said, Man 
delights not me? 

Ros. To thinks my lord, if you delight not in man, 
what lenten entertainment the players shall receive 
from you : we coted them on the way ; and hither 
are they coming to offer you service. 

Ham. He that plays the King shall be welcome ; 
his majesty shall have tribute of me; the adven- 
turous knight shall use his foil and target ; the lover 
shall not sigh gratis ; the humorous man shall end 
his part in peace ; and the lady shall say her mind 
freely, or the h\&dk verse shall halt for't>— What 
players are they ? 

Eos. Even those you were wont to take such de- 
light in, the tragedians of the city. 

Ham. How chances it they travel ? Their resi- 
lience, both in reputation and profit, was better both 
ways. Do they hold the same estimation they did 
when I was in the city ? Are they so followed ? 

Ro8. No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham. It is not very strange s for my unde is King 
of Denmark : and those that would make mouths at 
him while my father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, 
8 hundred ducats a-piece for his picture in little.— 
There is something in this more than natural, if phi- 
losophy could find it out. [A trumpet sounds* 

Grnt. There are the players. 

Ham.^ Grentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore : 
jour hands : you are welcome :-^but my uncle-fa- 
ther and aunt-mother are deceived. 

Gml, In what, my dear lord ? 

H^m. I am but mad north north*west : when the 
wind is southerly, I kiiow a hawk frbm a hand-saw. 

Pok \WUhm\] Well be with yot^ gentlemen ! 

Ros. Hark you^ Ouildenstern, and R6sencrantz, 
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— that great baby, you see there, is not yet out of 
his swacidling-clputs. 

Ros, Happily he*8 the second time come to them ; 
for, they say, an old man is t»v^^e a child. 

Ham, I will prophesy, he comes to tell me of the 
players ; mark it — you say right, sir : o* Monday 
morning ; 'twas then, indeed. 

Enter Polonius. 

PoL My lord, 1 have news to tell you. 

Ham, My lord, I have news to tell you. 
AVhen Roscius was an actor in Rome, 

PoL The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham, Buz, buz ! 

PoL Upon my honour. • 

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass, — 

PoL The best actors in the world, either for tra- 
gedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral- comical, his- 
torical-pastoral, tragical-historical, tragical-coniical- 
historical-pastoral. scene-individable, or poem unli- 
mited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too 
light : For the law of writ, and the liberty, these are 
the only men. 

II;im. O Jephtha,Judg€qf Israel, — ^what a treasure 

hadst thou ! 

PoL What a treasure had he, my lord ? 

Ham, Why, One fair daughter, and no tuor^^ 

The ivhich he loved passing toelL 

PoL Still on my daughter. 

Ham, Am I not i* the right, olil Jephtha ? 

PoL If you call me Jephtha, my lord, I have ^ 
daughter that I love passing well. 

Ham, Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my lonl ? 

Ham, Why, As by lot, God wot, and then, yo^ 

know, It came topass^ as most like it tca^,— The firsp-' 
row of the pk>us chanson will show you more ; fD "^ 
look where my abridgment comes. 
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Enier First Actor> Actress, anef Second Actor. 

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all : — O, old 
friend ! Why, thy face is valanced since I saw thee 
last : Comest thou to beard me in Denmark > ' ■ 
What ! my young lady and mistress ! By-'r-lady, 
your ladyship is nearer heaven than when I saw you 
last, by the altitude of a chopine. You are all wel- 
come. We'll e*en to*t like French falconers, fly at 
any thing we see : We'll have a speech straight :— 
Come, give us a taste of your quality: come, a 
passionate speech. 

1 Act. What speech, my lord ? 
Ham* 1 heard thee speak me a speech once,-~but 
it was never acted : or if it was, not above once : for 
the play, I remember, pleased not the iuiUion ; 'twas 
caviare to the genersd : but it was an excellent play ; 
well digested in the scenes, set down with as much 
modesty as cunning. One speech in it I chiefly 
loved : 'twas Eneas' tale to Dido ; and thereabout 
of iC especially, where he speaks of Priam's slaughter: 
If it live in your memory, begin at this line ; 

The rugged PyrrhuSy like the Hyrcanian bemf^^ 
'Tis not so : it begins with Pyrrhus. 
The rugged Pyrrhus, — he tvhose sable arms. 
Black as his purpose^ did the night resemUe, 
Old granddre Priam seeks, 

Pol. 'Fore Heaven, my lord, well spoken ; with 
good accent, and good discretion. 
Ham. So j — ^proceed you. 
1 Act. Anon, he finds him 
Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword. 
Rebellious to his army lies where it falls. 
Repugnant to command : Unequal matched, 
pyrrhus at Pnam dnves; in rage, strikes wide: 
But with the whiff' and wind qfhisfeU swordy 
The unnervedJatherJaUs, 
But, as we often see^ against some storm, 

D 
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A silence m the heavens, the rack si^ndstiU^. . 
The bold toinds speechless, and thejorb beiato 
As hush as death : anon^ the dreadful thunder ■ 
Doth rend the region; So, after P^rrhm* pause, ' 
A roused vengeance sets him new a-vnorhf 
And never, dm the Cydop^ hammers faU 
On Mars' s armour, Jbrgedjbr proof etemef 
With less remorse tmn Fifrrhus* bleeding sword. : 
Now Jalis on Priam* 
Out, out, thou strumpet, Tortune! 
. ^ Pol. This. 18 tpolong. 

Ham. It shall to the barber's with yoor beard«-v^ 
Say on : Come to Hecuba* 

1 ^ct But who, ah woe I had seen- the nieikd 
queen,— 
' Sam, The mobled queen ! 

JPo/. That's ffood;mobledqoeen;i0 good. 

1 Act. Run Mrefootup and down, tkreafiAigMt 
flames s "^ 

A ckti upon that head, 
WJ^ere late the diadem stood; and,Jbr a robe^ 
A blanket, in the alarm of year caught up: 
Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steeped, 
* Gainst fortune* s state would treason have pronounced^ 

Pol, Looky whether he has not tum'd his. colony 
and has tears in*s eyes. — Pr'ythee, no more. 

Ham. *Tis well : I'll have thee speak out the rest 
oi: this sopn. — Good my lord, will you see the players 
well bestow'd > do you heac, let them be well used ; 
for they are the abstracts and brief chronicles of the 
time : After your death you were better have a bad 
epitapby than their ill report while you live. 

Pol. My lord> I wiU use them according to their 
desert. 

Ham. Much better. Use every man after his de- 
sert, and who shall 'scape whipping? Use them after 
your own honour and dignity: .the less they desenre, 
the more merit is in your bounty. Take them in. 



SCENE II.] HAMLET. f9 

Pel. Come, sir. 

Ham. Follow him, friends ; we*U hear a play to- 
night. — Old friend, — 

[Exeunt Polonius, Second Actor, c/ik/ Actress. 
My good friends, I'll leave you till night : you are 
welcome to Elsinore.— 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz anrfGuiLDEN stern. 
Can you play the murder of Gonzagp ? 

1 Act. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. We'll have it to-night. You could, for a need, 
study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, whiob 
I would set down, and insert in't? could you not? 

1 Act, Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well. — ^Follow that lord 5 and look 
you tnock him not.-^ [Exit iinki Actor^ 

— 1 have heard, 

^hat guilty creatures, sitting at a play, 
Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the soul, that presentfy 
They have proclaimed their malefactions : 
F^r murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. Til have these players 
Flay something like the murder of my father. 
Before mine uncle : I'll observe his looks 5 
FH tent him to the quick : if he do blench^ 
I know my course. The spirit, that I have seen. 
May be a devil : and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape 5 yea, and, perhaps^ 
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy/ 
As he is very potent with such spirits. 
Abuses me, to damn me : I'll have grounds 
More relative than this ; the play's the thing. 
Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king. 

[Exit. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



A Theatre in the Palace. 



Enter Polonius, King^ Queen, Ophelia, Rosek- 
CRANTz^ and Guildenstern. 

King, And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confusion? 

Ros, He does confess he feels himself distracted ; 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 

GuiL Nor do we find him forward to be sounded ; 
But^ with a crafty madness^ keeps aloof, * 
When we would bring him on to some confessioa 
Of his true state. 

Queen. Did you assay him 
To any pastime? 

Ros. Madam, it so fell out> that certain players 
We o*er-raught on the way : of these we told him | 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : They are about the court ; 
And, as I think, they have ah;eady order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol, 'Tis most true ; 
And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties. 
To hear and see the matter. 

King, With all my heart 3 and it doth much con- 
tent me 
To hear him so inclined. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge. 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 
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Ros, We shaU) my lord. 

lExeunt Guildenstebn (i/i^Rosenckantz. 

King* Sweet (jertrude^ leave us too : 
For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither; 
.That he, as Hwere by accident^ may here 
Affront Oplielia : 

Her father^ and myself (lawful espials,) 
Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen, 
We may of their encounter frankly judge ; 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
IFt be the affliction of his love, or no. 
That thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you ; ■ ' ■ . ■ 
And, for my part, Ophelia, I do wish, 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wildness ; so shall I hope your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again. 
To both your honours. 

Oph* Madam, 1 wish it may. [^Exit Queen. 

PoL Ophelia, walk you here ;-— 
Read on this book ; 

That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. — We are oft to blame in this, — 
•Tis too much proved ! — that with devotion's visage. 
And pious action, we do sugar o*er 
The devil himself. 

King. O, 'tis too true. — How smart 
A lash that speech doth give my conscience ! 

PoL I hear him coming; let's withdraw, my lord* 

^Exeunt King and Polonius. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the question : — 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune. 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles. 
And, by opposing, end them } — To die ? — to sl^p,-— 

d2 
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No more ; and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ache, and the thousand .natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to> — *tis a consummation 
' Devoutly to be wished. To die, — to sleep ; 
To sleep!— perchance, to dream:— Ay, there's the 

rub 5 
For in that sleep of death whdt dreams may come^ 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil. 
Must give us pause : There's the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life : 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time. 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely. 
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay. 
The insolence of office^ and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes^ 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear. 
To groan and sweat under a weary life 5 
But that the dread of something after death^f— 
The undiscovered country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will. 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have. 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all | 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought ; 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment. 
With this regard, their currents turn awry. 

And lose the name of action. Soft you, now ! 

^Seeing Ophelu. 
The fair Ophelia ; — Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remember d ! 

Oph. Good my lord, 
How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you 5 well. 

(fyh. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That 1 have longed long to re-deliver; 
I pray you, now receive them. 
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Ham, No, not I ; 
I nerer gave you aiigfat. 

Opk, My hoDoar'd lord, you know right well, you 
did; 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath composed. 
As made the things more rich ; their perfume lost. 
Take these again ; for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha ! are ^ou honest ? 

Oph. My lord! 

Ham. Are you fair? 

Oph. What means your lordship ? 

Ham. That if you be honest and fair, your honesty 
fihonld admit no discourse to your beauty. 

Opk, Could beauty, my lord, have better com- 
merce than with honesty ? 

Ham, Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will 
fiCN>ner transform honesty from what it is to a bawd, 
than the force of honesty can translate beauty into 
1^ likeness : this was some time a paradox, but 
now the time gives it proof. I did love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

Ham. You should not have believed me ; for vir- 
tue cannot so inoculate our old stocky but we shall 
relish of it : I loved you not. 

Oph. I was the more deceived. 

Ham, Get thee to a nunnery : Why wouldst thou 
be a breeder of sinners? I am myself indififerent 
honest 3 but yet I could accuse me of such things, 
that it were better my mother had not borne me : I 
am very proud, revengeful, ambitious ; with more 
offences at my beck, than I have thoughts to put 
them in, imagination to give them shape, or time 
to act them in : What should such fellows as I do 
crawling between earth and heaven ? We are arrant 
knaves, all ; believe none of us : Go thy ways to a 
nunnery. — ^Where's your father ? 
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Oph, At home, my lord. 

Ham, Let the doors be shut upon him, that he 
may play the fool no where but in's own house. — 
Farewell. 

Oph, O help him, you sweet Heavens ! 

Ham. If thou dost marr}^ 1^1 give thee this pli^e 
for thy dowry. Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as 
snow, thou shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to 
a nunnery. Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a 
fool; for wise men know well enough what mon- 
sters you make of them. To a nunnery, go. 

Oph. Heavenly powers, restore him ! 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, well 
enough : Heaven hath given you one face, and you 
make yourselves another ; you jig, you amble, aiMl 
you lisp 5 you nickname Heaven's creatures, and 
make your wantonness your ignorance : Go to j Pil 
no more oft 3 it hath made me mad. I say, we will 
have no more marriages: those that are married 
already, all but one, ^hall live $ the rest shall keep as 
they are. To a nunnery, go. [Exit Hamlet. 

Oph, O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state. 
The glass of fashion, and the mould of form. 
The observed of all observers, quite, quite down ! 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched. 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows. 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh. 
O, woe is me ! 
To have seen what I have seen, see what I see ! 

[Exit Ophelia. 

Enter Kino and Polonius. 

Kinfr, Love ! his affections do not that way tend ; 
Nor what he spake, though it lack*d form a little. 
Was not like madness. There*s something in his 
soul. 
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0*er whfch his melancholy sits on brood. 

He skall with speed to England, 

FcM' the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Ilaply^ the seas^ and coimtries different^ 

With variable objects, shall expel 

This something settled matter in his heart ; 

Whereon his brain's still-beating puts him thus 

From &shion of himself. What think you on't ? 

Pd. It shall do well : But yet do I. believe^ 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. 
My lord^ do as you please 3 
But, if you hold it fit^ after the play. 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To show his grief; let her be round with him 5 
And I'll be placed, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conferences : if she find him not, 
To England send him ; or confine him, where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King, It shall be so ; 
Madness^ih great ones must not unwatch'd go. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter the First Actor and Hamlet. 

Ham. Speak the speech^ I pray you, as I pro- 
nounced it^ you, trippingly on the tongue 5 but, if 
you mouthe it, as many of our players do, I had as lief 
the town crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the 
air too much with your hand, thus : but use all 
gently: for in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I 
naay say,) whirlwind of your passion, you must 
acquire and beget a temperance, that may give it 
smoothness. O, it offends me to the sou'l^ to bear a 
robustious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tat- 
ters, to very rags, to split the ears of the groundlings ; 
who, for the most part, are capable of nothing but 
inexplicable dumb shows and noise : I would have 
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such a fellow whipp*d for o'erdoing Termagant ; it 
out-herods Herod : Tray you, avoid it. ' 

1 Act. r warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither^ but let your own 
discretion be your tutor ; suit the action to the word, 
the word to the action ; with this special observance, 
that you overstep not the modesty of nature : For any 
thing so overdone is from the purpose of playing, 
whose end, both at the first, and now, was, and is, 
to hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to nature 5 to show 
virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, and the 
very age and body of the time his form and pressure. 
Now this, overdone, or come tardy off, though it 
make the unskilful laugh, cannot but mcJ^e the judi- 
cious grieve ^ the censure of which one must, in yoilr 
allowance, o'erweigh a whole theatre of others. — O, 
there be players that I have seen play, — and heard 
others praise, and that highly, — not to speak it pro^ 
fieinely,-»that neither having the accent of christian, 
nor the gait of christian, pagan, nor man, have so 
strutted, and bellow'd, that I have thought some of 
Nature's journeymen had made men, and not made 
them well, they imitated humanity so abominably. 

1 Act, I hope we have reformed that indifferently 
with us. 

Ham, O, reform it altogether. And let those, that 
play your downs, speak no more than is set down for 
them: for there be of them, that will themselves 
laugh, to set on some quantity of barren spectators to 
laugh too ; though in the mean time, some necessary 
question of the play be then to be considered : that's* 
villanous ; and shows a most pitiful ambition in the 
fool that uses it. Gro, make you ready. — 

{^Exit \st Actor. 
Horatio ! — 

Enter Horatio. 
Hot. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 
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Ham. Horatio^ thou art e'en as j on a man 
As e*er my conversation coped withal. 

Hor. O, my dear lord • 

Ham, Nay, do not think I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee. 
That no revenue hast> but thy good spirits^ 
To feed and clothe thee r Should the poor be flat- 

ter'd ? 
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp. 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee. 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear ? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice. 
And could of men distinguish, her election 
Hath sealed thee for herself ; for thou hast been 
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing: 
A man, that fortune's bufifets and rewards 
Has ta en with equal thanks -, and bless'd are those, 
.Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled. 
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 
To sound what stop she please : Give me that man 
That i« not passion's slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core, ay» in my heart of heart. 
As I do thee. — rSomething too much of this. — 
There is a play to-night before the king ; , 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance. 
Which I have told thee of my father's death. 
I. pr'ythee, when thou see*st that act a-foot, 
£ven with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 
.It is a damned ghost that we have seen -, 
And my. imaginations are as foul 
Aa Vulcan's stithy ; Give him heedful note : 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 
And, after, we will both our judgments join 
In censure of his seeming. 

Hor, Well, my lord. — 

[^Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. 
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Ham* They are coxniDg to the play; 1 mnst be 
idle : Get you a place. 

A Grand March. 
Enter Polonius^ King, Queen, Ophelia, Rosbm- 

CRANTZ, GUILDENSTERN^ OsRICK, MaRCELLGS, 

Bernardo, Francisco, Gentlemsn, and La- 
dies. 

King, How fares our cousin Hamlet ? 

Ham . Excellent, i' faith ; of the camelion*s dish ; 
I eat the aio promise-cramm'd : you cannot feed 
capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer^ Hamlet } 
these words are not mine. 

Ham, No, nor mine now. — ^M y lord,— you play'd 
once in the university, you say ? 

PoL That did I, my lord ; and Was accounted a 
good actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact } 

P<d. I did enact Julius Csesar : I was killed i' the 
capitol : Brutus kill'd me. 

Ham, It was a brute part of him, to kill so capital 
a calf there. — ^Be the players ready ? 

Ros, Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience. 
[Befe ringSy and the Curtain rises for the Play, 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 

Ham, No, good mother, here's metal more attrac- 
tive. 

PoL O ho ! do you mark that > 

Ham, Lady, shall I lie in your lap ? ^ • 

ILi/ing dovm at OpHELiA^s^/ifirf. 

Oph, You are merry, my lord. 

Ham, O! your only jig-maker: What should a 
man do, but be merry ? for, look you, how cheer- 
fully my mother looks, and my father died within 
these two hours. 

Oph. Nay> His two months, my lord. 
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Ham. So long ? Nay^ then let the devil wear black, 
for I'll have a suit of sables. Die two months ago, 
and not forgotten yet ? Then there*s hope^ a great 
man's memory may outlive his life half a year : But^ 
by'r-lady^ he must build churches then. 

Oph, What means the play, my lord ? 

Ham. Miching mallecho : it means mischief. 

Oph. But what is the argument of the play ? 

Enter Second Actok as the Prologue. 

Ham, We shall know by this fellow. 

2 Act. For us and Jot our tragedy, 

Here stooping to your clemency ^ 
We beg your hearing patiently. 

[Exit Second Actor. 

Ham. Is^is a prologue^ or the posy of a ring ? 

33h. *Ti8 brief, my lord. 
am. As woman's love. 

Enter the Actress, and First Actor, as a Duchess 

and Duke. 

I Act. Full thirty times hath Phoebus* cart gone 
round 
Nephme^i salt wash, and TeUus" orbed ground. 
Since lore our hearts^ and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. 

Actress. So manyjoumies may the sun and moon 
Make us again count o'er^ ere love be done I 
Buif tooe is me I you are so sick of late^ 
So Jar from cheer ^ and from your former state. 
That I distrust you. Yety though I distrust, 
Discmnfort you, my lord, it nothing must ; 
Jbr Httomenjear too much, even as they love : 
Kofoi, tohat my hve is, proof hath made you know ; 
And as my l&oi is sized, myjear is so. 

1 Act. 'Faith, I must leaxe thee, love^ and shortly too; 
My operant powers their Junctions leave to do : 

B 
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And thou shalt live in this fair world behind. 
Honoured, beloved^ — and, hapUf, one as kind 
For husband shalt thou 

Actress. 0, confound the rest I 
Such love must needs be treason in my breast : 
In second husband let me be accurst I 
None xved the second, but xvho kilVd the first. 

Ham, That's wormwood. 

I Act. I do believe you think 'what novo you speak : 
But tvhat toe do determine, oft toe break. 
What to ourselves in passion toe propose ^ 
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose •• 
So think thou toilt no second husband wed; . 
But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead* 

Actress. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven 
light, 
Sport ana repose lock from me day and night; 
Both here and hence, pursue me lasting strife. 
If, once a widow, ever I be wfe ! 

1 Act* 'Tis deeply sworn. 

Ham, If she should break it now, — 

1 Act. Sweet, leave me here awhile ; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. 

[He. sits down> and sleqps^ 

Actress. Sleep rock thy brain; 
And never come mischance between us twain! 

[Exit ACTAESS* 

Ham, Madam, how like you this play ? 

Queen, The lady doth protest too much, methinks* 

Ham. O, but she*ll keep her word. 

King. Have you heard the argument ? Is there no 
offence in*t ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest j 
no offence i' the world. 

King. What do you call the play? 

Ham. ^he Mouse-trap. Marry, how ? Tropically. 
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This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna : 
€ronzago,is the duke*s name; his wife, Baptista. 
You shall see anon, 'tis a knavish ])iece of work : 
But what of that? Your majesty and we that have 
free soub, it touches us not: Let the gall*d jade 
wince, our withers are un wrung. — 

Enter Second Actor^ as Lucianus. 

This is one Lucianus^ nephew to the duke. 

3f)k. You are as good as a chorUs^ my lord. 
am. I could interpret between you and your love, 
if I could see the puppets dallying. 
Begio> murderer^— rleave thy damnable faces^ and 
b^in: 

Come : The croaking raven 
Doth bellow for revenge. 

2 Act. Thmights black, hands apt, drugs Jit, and 
time agreeing ; 
Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight toeeds collected. 
With Hecai^s ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural magic, and dire property, 
Ofi- icoholesome Ufe usurp immediately. 

[Pours the Poison into his Ear. — Exit. 
Ham. He poisons him i' the garden for his estate. 
Hiff name's Gonzagd ; the story is extant, and writ- 
%exk in very choice Italian : You shall see anon, hoW^ 
the murderer gets the love of Gonzago's wife. 
King. Give me some light : — away ! 
Pol. Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. Why, let the stricken deer go weep. 
The hart ungalled play ; 
For some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
' Thus runs the world away. — 
P, good Horatio, TU take the ghost's word fur a 
thoosand pound. Didst perceive ? 
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Hot. Very well, my lord. 
Ham. Upon the talk of the poisomng ? — 
Hor, I did very well note him. 
Ham. Ah> ha l^Come, some music ^ come, the 
recorders. [Exit Horatio. 

Enter Guilds n stern and Rosbncraktz. 

Guil, Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with 
you. 

Ham, Sir, a whole history. 

Guil. The king, sir — 

Ham, Ay, sir, what of him? 

Guil, Is, in his retirement, marvellous distempered 

Ham. With drink, sir ? 

Guil, No, my lord, with choler. 

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself richer, to 
signify this to the doctor ^ for, for me to put him 
tp his purgation would, perhaps^ plunge him into 
more choler. 

Guil. Good my lord, put your discourse into some 
frame, and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham, I am tame, sir : — ^pronounce. 

Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great af- 
fliction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham, You are welcome. 

Guil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of 
the right breed. If it shall pleas^you to make me a 
wholesome answer, I will do your mother's com- 
mandment: if not, your pardon, and my return, 
shall be the end of my business. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guil, What, my lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer 3 my wit's 
diseased : But, sir, such answer as I can make^ you 
shall command ; or rather, as you say, my mother : 
therefore, no more, but to the matter : my mother, 
you say- 
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Ro8, Then, thus she says : Your behaviour hath 
struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham* Q wonderful son that can so astonish a mo- 
ther ! — but is there no sequel at the heels of this mo- 
ther's admiration ? impart. 

Ros, She desires to speak with you in her closet 
ere you go to bed. 

Ham,' We shall obey, were she ten times our mo- 
ther.— Have you any further trade with us ? 

Ro8, My lord, you did once love me. 

Ham» And do still, by these pickers and stealers. 

Ros, Good my lord^ what is your cause of distem- 
per ? You do, surely, bar the door upon your own li- 
berty, if you deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham, Sir, I lack advancement. 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice of 
the king himself for your succession in Denmark? 

Ham, Ay, sir; but, "while the grass grows — " 
Tlie proverb is something musty. 

£ft^ Horatio and /tuo Musicians, toith Recorders, 

Oh, the recorders, — ^let me see one . [ Takes a Recorder.'] 
So withdraw with you. — 

lExeunt Horatio and Musicians. 
Why do you go about to recover the wind of me, as 
If you would drive me into a toil? 

GuU. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love 
is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that.— Will you 
play upon this pipe? 

Guil. ^y lord, I cannot. 

i/om. I pray you. 

GuiL Bdieve me, I cannot. 

Ham, I do beseech you. 

Ros, I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. Tis as easy as lying : govern these ventages 
with your fingers and thumb, give it breath with your 

JE 2 
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xDOuth> and it will discourse most eloquent mu^c. 
Look you, these are the stops. 

Guih But these cannot I command to any utterance 
of harmony ; I have not the skilL 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing 
you make of me ! you would play upon me : you 
would seem to know my stops ; you would pluck o^t 
the hdart of my mystery ; you would sound me from 
my lowest note to the top of my compass: and there 
is much music, excellent voice, in this little organ ; 
yet cannot you make it speak. 'Sdeath, do you think 
I am easier to he piay'd on than a pipe ? Call me 
what instrument you will, though you can fret me, 
you cannot play upon me. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol, My lord, the queen would speak with you, and 
presently. 

Ham, Do you see yonder cloud, that*s almost in 
shape of a camel ? 

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed. 

Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 

Pol, It is back'd like a weasel. 

Ham, Or, like a whale. 

Pol, Very like a whale. 

Ham, Then will I come to my mother by and by. 

They fool me to the top of my bent. — ^1 will 

come by and by. 

PoL 1 will say so. 

Ham, By and by is easily said. [Exit Polonius. 
Leave me, friends. 

[Exeunt Rosenckantz awe? Guildenstern. 
'Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When churchyards yawn, and Jiell itself breathes 

out 
Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot 
blood. 
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And do such business as the better day ' 

Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my mo- 

O, hearty lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 
I will speak daggers to her, but use none. 

lExit Hamlbt. 



SCEKE in. 

A Room in the Palace, 

EntertheKiJUQ, Rosencramtz^ an(f Guildemstern* 

King. I like. him not 5 nor stands it safe with us^ 
To let i\ia madness range. Therefore prepare you : 
I your commission will forthwith despatch^ 
And he to England shall along with you: 
Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage 5 
For we will fetters put upon this fear. 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Ros, We will haste us. 

^Exeunt Guildskstern and Rosencrantz. 

JStUer PoLONius. 

PoL My lord> he's going to his mother's closet 3 
Bdhind the arras I'U convey myself^ 
To hear the process : I'll warrant she'll tax him 

home: 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said> 
Tib meet that some more audience than a mother^ 
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear 
The speech of vantage. Fare you well, my liege j 
PH call upon you ere you go to bed. 
And tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

lExeuut King and Folonius. 
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SCENE IV. 



The Queen's Closet, 

Enter Queen and Polonius. 

PoL He will come. straight. Look, you lay home 
to him: 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear 

with} 
And that your grace has screen'd and stood between 
Much heat and him. — FU sconce me even here.— 
Pray you be round with him. 

Queen, 1*11 warrant you 5 
Fear me not: — Withdraw, I hear him coming. 

fPoLONius conceals himself behind the arras. 

E/i/cr Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, mother, what's the matter ? 
- Queen. Hamlet^ thou hast thy father much offended. 
Ham* Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Queen. Come,- come, you answer with an idle 

:: tongue. 
Ham, Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 
Qfictfii. Why, how now, Hamlet? 
Ham, What's the matter now ? 
Queen. Have you forgot me? 
Ham. No, by the rood, not so : 
You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife : 
And— 'would it were not so ! — ^you are my mother. 
Queen. Nay, then, PIl set those to you that can 

speak. 
Ham, Come, come, and sit you down : you shall 
- not budge ; 



8CE1I£ IV.] HAMLBT. 57 

You go not^ till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do ? Thou wilt not murdcar 
me? 
Help^ help, ho ! 

Fol, IBehind.'] Wliat, ho ! help ! 

Ham. How now ? a rat ? 
Dead, for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlbt dratJDs, and makes a pass through the 
arras, 

Pol. IBehmd.} O, O, O !— 

[PoLONius/a//j, and dies. 

Queen. O me, what hast thou done ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not :— 
Is it the king ? 

Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham. A liloody deed ?— almost as bad, good mo- 
ther. 
As kiU a king, and marry with his brother. 

Queen. As kill a king!— 

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word.— 

[L^£ up the arraSf and sees PoLONiirs. 
Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

I took thee for thy better. 

Leave wringing of your hands : Peace ^ sit you down. 

And let me wring your heart : for so I shidl. 

If it be made of penetrable stuff; 

If damned custom have not brazed it sq. 

That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Q^en. What have I done, that thou dar*st wag 
thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me > 

Ham. Such an act. 
That blurs the grace and blush of modesty 5 
Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent Ipve, 
And sets a blister there 3 makes marriage vows 



^8 HAMLBT. [jiCt 

As false as dicers' oaths: O, such a deed^ 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul ; and sweet religion makes 

A rhapsody of words : 

Ah me, that act ! 

Queen, Ah me I what act } 

Ham, 'Look here, upon this picture^ and on tfa 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers* 
See what a grace was seated on this brow ! 
Hjrperion's curls, the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 
A station like the herald Mercury, 
New lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 
A combination, and a form, indeed. 
Where every god did seem to set his seal. 
To give the world assurance of a man. 
This was your husband^ — ^Look you now, what 

lows : 
Here is your husband 3 like a mildew*d ear. 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have yoil eye 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to. feed, 
And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it love : for, at your age, 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it*s humble. 
And waits upon the judgment. And what judgn 
Would step from this to this ? 
O^ shame ! where is^ thy blush ? Rebellious hell^ 
If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones^ 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
And melt in her own fire! — ^proclaim no shame. 
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge ; 
, Since frost itself as actively doth burn. 
And reason panders will. 

Queen, O Hamlet, speak no more : 
Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul ; 
And there I see such black and grained spots^ 
As Will not leave their tinct. 
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Ham, Nay, but to live 
In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed ; — 

Queen, No more^ sweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer and a villain : 
A slave^ that is not twentieth part the tithe . 
Of your precedent lord 5 — a vice of kings ; 
A cut-purse of the empire and the rule ; 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 
And put it in his pocket; . 

Enter Ghost. 

A king of shreds and patches.—- 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings. 
You heavenly guards ! — What would your .gracious 
figure? 

Queen. Alas, he's mad ! 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chide. 
That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command ? 
O, say ? 

Ghost. Do not forget : This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look ! amazement on thy mother sits -, 
O, step between her and ber fighting soul. 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham, How is it with you, lady? 

Queen. Alas, how is*t with you. 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy. 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse ? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ; 
Ajkd, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements. 
Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son. 
Upon the heat and fiame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. — Whereon do you look? 

Ham. On him ! on him ! — ^Look you, how pale he 
glares! 
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His form and cause conjoinM^ preaching to fltones^ 

Would make them capable.— Do not look upon me; 

Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 

My stern effects : then what I have to do 

Will want true colour; tears^ perchance^ for blood. 

Queen, To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham. Do you see nothing there ? 

Queen. Nothing at all : yet all^ that is^ I see. 

Ham, Nor did you nothing hear? 

Queen. No> nothing but ourselves. 

Ham, Why> look you there ! look how it steals 
away ! 
My father^ in his habit as he lived ! 
Look, where he goes, even now» out at the portal ! 

[Exit Ghost. 

Queen, This is the very coinage of your brain ; 
This bodiless creation ecstacy 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham, Ecstacy! ' 
My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time^ 
And makes as healthful music : It is not madness 
That I have utter*d : bring me to the test, 
And I the matter will re^word ; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace. 
Lay not that pattering unction to your soul. 
That not your trespass, but my madness speaka: 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what's past ; avoid what is to come. 

Queen, O, Hamlet! thou hast deft my heart in 

twain. 
Ham, O, throw away the worser part of it. 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night : but go not to my uncle's bed ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
Once more, good night! 
And when you arc desirous to be bless*d. 
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rU Ueo^ag beg of you.-— For this same lord, 

I do repent ; 

I will bestow him, and will answer wdl 

The death I gave him.— ^, again> good night !— 

lExit Queen. 
I must be cmel^ only to be kind : 
Thus bad begins^ and worse remains behind. 

lExit Hamlet. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

An Jpartment in the Palace. 

Enter Queen and King. 

King. There^s matter in these sighs, these profound 
heaves; 
You must translate ; 'tis fit we understand them : 
How does Hamlet > 

Queen. Mad as the sea and wind^ when both con- 
tend 
Which is the mightier : In his lawless fit. 
Behind the arras hearing something stir, 
He whips his rapier out, and cries, *' A rat ;'* 
And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 
The mnseea good old man. 

King. O heavy deed ! 
Uhad Dcea so with us^ had we been there. 
Whete is he gone ? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kili*d. 

p 
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Kin0. The sun no sooner shall the mountains ioicicb> 
But we will ship him hence : and this viledeed 
We must^ with all our majesty and skill. 
Both countenance and excuse.— ^Ho ! Guildenstenrf 

Enter Guildenstern and Rosenceantz. . 

Friends both/ go join you with some. further. aid :^ J 
Hamlet, in madness, hath Folonius slain, 
And from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd him : 
Go, seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. — I pray you, haste in this. 

[^Exeunt Ros. and Guilds 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends. 
And let them know, both what we mean to do, 
And what's untimely done. 

\Exeunt King and Queen. 



SCENE li. 



Another Room in the Palace, 

Enter Hamlet^ 

iifflwtr.-'^^-Sa^fely stow'd,— 
Ros, [Within,^ Hamlet ! Lord Hamlet f 
Ham, What noise ? who calls on Hamlet ? 0,her^ 
they come. 

Enter I^osencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Ros. What have you done,, my lord, with the dead 
body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin. 

Ros. Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it thence, 
and bear it to the chapel. 

Ham, Do not believe it. 
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' Ros* Believe whiat > 

Ham. That I can keep your counsel and not mifie 
own. Besides, to be demanded of a spunge ! — what 
relocation should be made by the son of a king ? 

Ros, Take you me for a spunge, my lord ? 

Ham, Ay, sir; that soaks up the king V counte- 
nance, his rewards, his authorities. But such ofiScers 
do the king best service in the end ; he keeps them, 
like an atpe, in the corner of his jaw ; first mouth'd 
to be last swallow'd :' When he needs what you have 
glean*d, it is but squeezing you; and, spunge, you 
shall be dry again. 
' Ros, I'understand you not, my lord. 

Ham, I am glad of it : A knavish speech sleeps in 
a foolish ear. 

Ros, My lord, you must tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the king. 

Ham. Bring me to him. 

^Exeunt Rosencrantz, JIamlet, awc? Guil- 

PENSTEBN. 
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///» ApartmeM in the Palace, 

Mnter the King. 

King. How dangerous is it, that this man goes 
loose! 
Vet must not' we put the strong law on him : 
Be*s loved of the distracted multitude, 
^ho like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 
And, where *tis so, the offender's scourge is weigh'd, 
• Bat never the offence. 

Enter Rosencrantz. 
How now ? what hath befallen ? 
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Ros. Where the dead body is bestowM^ my loidi 
We cannot get from him. 
King. But where is he ? 
Roi, Without, my lord ; guarded, to know yoor 

pleasure. 
King^ Bring him before us. 
Ras. Ho, Guildenstem ! bring in my lord. 

Enter Guildekstern and Hamlet. 

King, Now, Hamlet> where's Polonius ? 

Ham, At supper. 

King, At supper ? where r 

Ham, Not where he eats, but wherp he is ei^ten $ 
a certain convocation of politic worms are e'en at 
him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet ; we 
fat all creatures else, to fat us; and we fat oUrselYes 
for maggots : Your fat king, and your lean beggar^ 
is but variable service ; two dishes, but to one table; 
that's the end. 

King, Where is Polonius } 

Ham, In heaven ; send thither to see : if your 
messenger find him not there, seek him in the other 
place yourself. — ^But, if, indeed, you find him' not 
within this month, you shall nose him as you go up 
the stair into the lobby. 

King. Go, seek him there. 

Ham. He wiU stay till you come. 

[Exit GUILDBNSTBBN. 

King, Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safetfi 
Must send thee hence ; 
Therefore prepare thyself :— 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help. 
For England. 

Ham. For England! 

King. Ay, Hamlet 

Ham, Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 
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Ham, I see acherub, that sees them.— -But^ come \ 
for England ! — ^Farewell, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham, My mother:— Father and mother is man and 
wife 3 man and wife is one flesh; and so, my mother. 
Come, for England. ^Exif, 

King. Follow him at foot ; tempt him with speed 
aboard ; 
Away : for every thing is seaVd and done. 

{^Exit ROSENCRANTZ. 

And, England, if my love thou holdst at aught, 
Jjet it be testified in Hamlet's death. [^Exit. 



SCENE IV. 

Another Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Queen and Horatio. 

Queen, 1 will not speak with her. 
' Hor, She is importunate 5 indeed, distract : 
Twere good she were spoken with ; for she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 

Queen, Let her come in. [Exit Horatio. 

Oph, [Without.'] Where is the beauteous majesty of 
Denmark ? 

Queen, How now, Ophelia ? 

Enter Horatio awcT Ophelia. 

Oph. [Sings.] Hovi) should I your true love knotv 
From another one ? 
By his cockle hat and staff, 
And his sandal shoon, 

. Qtf^en. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song ? 
Oph. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark, 

V 2 
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[Sings.] He U dead and gone, ladff^ 
He is dead and gone^ 
At his head a grass^greem turfy 
At his heels a stone, 

% Enter Kino. 

Queen. Nay. but. Ophelia,-*-— 
Oph. Fray you> mark. 

£Sings.] JVhite his shroud as the numntain^snam 
Larded all with sivoeet powers ; 
fFhich bewept to the grave did go 
With tru^'love showers. 

King, How do you, pretty lady ? 

Oph. Well, Heaven *ield you ! They say, the owl 
was a baker's daughter. We know what we are^ but 
know not what we may be. 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Oph. 'Pray let's have no words of this ; but when 
they ask you what it means, say this ; 

[Sing8.3 Good morrow, His Saint Valentine's day. 
All in the morning betime^ 
And I a maid at vour mndofio. 
To he your Valentine. 

King. Pretty Ophelia 1 

Oph, Indeed, without an oath^I'll make an end on't. 

[Sings.] Then up he rose, and donn*d his clothes. 
And aupped the chamber-door ^ 
Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never dqtarted more. 

King. How long hath she been thus ? 
Oph. I hope all will be well. We must be pa- 
tient; but I cannot choose but weep, to think, they 
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should lay him i* the cold ground : My brother shall 
jknow of it, and so I thank you for your good counsel. 
Come, my coach! Good night, ladies; good night, 
sweet ladies 5 good night, good night. [£0:1^ Ophelia. 
King. Follow her close ; give her good watch, I 
pray you* [^Exit Hobatio. 

O ! this is the poison of deep grief; it springs 
All from h^ father's death. [^ noise imthtmU 

£itfer Mabcellus. 

What b the matter ? 

Mar, Save yourself, my lord : 
The young Laertes, in riotous head, 
O'erbears your officers ; the rabble call him, lord ; 
They cry. Choose we^ Laertes shall he king I 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes shall he king, Laertes king ! \^A noise xvithotU. 

Laer. {WithoutJl Where is this king ? — Sirs, stand 
you all without— 

Enier liAEBTBs* 

O thou vile king, ^ 

Give me my father. ' [£x/if Mabcellus. 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blopd, that's calm, prodaims 
me bastard ; 
Cries^ cuckold, to my father ; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes, 
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ? — 
Let him go, Grertrude 3 do not fear our person ; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Let him go, Gertrude. 

Loer. Where's my father ? 

King. Dead. 
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Queen, But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead? 1*11 not be juggled with 
To hell, allegiance ! 
To this point I stand,— <• 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, , 
Let come what comes ; only I'll be revenged. 
Most throughly for my father. 

King, Who shall stay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the world's ; 
And, for my means, I'll husband them so well, 
They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 
That I am guiltless of your father's death, 
And am most sensible in grief for it. 
It shall as level to your judgment 'pear. 
As day does to your eye. 

Hor. IfVithout,^ O poor Ophdia ! 

King, Let her come in. 

Enter Ofheli a, fdniasticall^ dressed with Straws and 

Flowers, 

Laer, O rose of May ! . 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! 
b Heavens! is it possible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 

OpA. [Sinjgs.] Theu bore him hare-^aced on the Meir; 

And in his grave rained many a tear; 
Fare you well, my dove ! 

Laer. Had'st thou thy wits> and didst persuade 
revenge. 
It could not move thus. 

Oph, You must sing. 

Sings* Dorvn-a'down, an you call him a-dotJim-a, 
O, how the wheel becomes it ! It is the false steward^ 
that stole his master's daughter. 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 
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Oph. There^s roeemary, that's for remembrance i 
*pray you, love, remember; and there is pansies, that's 
for thoughts. 

Laer, A document in madness ; thoughts and re- 
membrance fitted. 

Oph, There's fennel for you, and columbines ;r^ 
there's rue for you; — and here's some for me :— we 
may call it herb of grace o' Sundays : — ^you may wear 
your rue with a difference. — ^There's a daisy: I would 
give you some violets, but they wither'd all, when my- 
father died : — ^They say, he made a good end, 
£Sings.] For honny sweet Bobin is aU my joy, '^ 

Laer* Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself. 
She turns to favour, and to prettiness. 

Opk, [Sings.] And tdtt he not come again f 

And will he not come again ? 
No, no, he is dead. 
Go to thy death'hedf 
He never mU come again. 

His beard was as white as snofiu. 
All flaxen was his poll ,• 
He is gonCf he is gofie. 
And we cast away moan ; 
And peace be with his soul I 

And with all diristian souls ! I pray Heaven. 

lExeunt Ophelia and Queen. 
King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief. 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart. 
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will. 
And they shall' hear and judge 'twixt you and me : 
If by direct, or by collateral, hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give. 
Our ciown, our life, and all that we call ours, 
To you in satis&ction ; but, if not. 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
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And we shall jointly labour* with your soiQ 
To give it due content. 

Lacr, Let this be so ; 
Hid means of death, his obscure funeral,'-^* 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er his bones. 
No noble rite, nor formal 08tentation,< — 
Cry, to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth; 
That I must calFt in question. 

King; So you shall ; 
^nd^ where the offence is, let the great axe fall. 

^Exeunt 



SCENE V. 



;. \4n AppLrtment in the Palace^ 



Enter Horatio and Francisco. 

Hor. What are they that would speak with me! 

JPra/i.' Sailors, sir ; 
They say, they have letters for you. 

Hor. Let them come in. [Ext/ ^rancjsco; 

1 do hot know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 

^nter Two Sailors, 

T Sail, Heaven bless you, sir. 

Hor, Let him bless thee too. 

I. Sail, He shall, sir, an't please him. There's a 
letter for you, sir 5 it came from the embassador that 
was bound for England ; if your name be Horatip>iMi 
I am let know it is. 
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Horatio reads the Letter^ 



Horatio, tohen thou shalt have overlooked this, give 
these feU&wf Some means to the King ;. they have letters! 
for htm , Rosencrantz and Guildenstern hold their course 
for England ; of them I have much to Jell thee. — In 
my heart there was a kind qfjlghting, that voould not 
let me sleep ; up from my cabin, in the dark groped I 
to find out (hem ; had my desire : fingered their packet ; 
and mthdreio . to .my Otvn room again, making so 
bold to unseal their grand commission -, when IJbund, 
that, on the supervise, no leisure baled, no, not to stay 
the grinding of the. axe, my head should be struck off. 
I sat me down^ devised a new commission, that, on the 
view of these contents^ the bearers should be put to sud* 
den death.' I had .my father s signet in my purse, 
which was the, model of that Danish seal f folded the 
writ up in the. form of the other ; gave it the impress 
sum ; placed it safely, the changeling never knoton,^^ 
The next day, a ^pirate of . very warlike appointment 
gave U8 chqce,: Finding ourselves too slow of sail, we 
put Oft .a cowpeffd valour, and in the grapple I boards 
ed them : on the instanti they got clear cf, our ship ; 
so I alone became their prisoner. They have dealt 
iskh me like thieves of mercy s but they knew what 
they did ; I: am. to do a good turn for them. Let the 
King have the letters I have sent ; and repair thou to 
fue with as much haite as thou wouldstfiy death , These 
good fellows will bring thee where I am, FarewelL 

He that, thou knowest thine, 

Hai^let. 

' Come, I will give you way for theise your letters ; 
Aiidida*t the speedier^ that you may direct me ., 
Tohim, fromi whom you brought them. [^Exeunt, 
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SCENE yi« 



Another Roam in ike Polace^ 



Enter King^ and Laertes. 

King, Now must your conscience my acquiitanoe 
seal; 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear. 
That he, which hath your noble father slain. 
Pursued my life. 

Laer, And so have I a noble father lost 5 
A sister driven into desperate terms; 
Whose worth 

Stood diallenger on mount pf all the age 
For her perfections : But my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for tlmt : yoR must flat 
think. 
That we-Bire made of stuff so flat and duadl. 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger, 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear XBoris^- 
How now) what news? 

Enter Bsekardo. 

Ber. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 
This to your msjesty ; this to the Queen. 
* King. From Hamlet ! who brought them ? 

Ber, Sailors, my lord, they say ; 1 saw them not. 

King. Laertes, you shall hear t^em. — 
Leave us. lExit Bernardo. 

ffleads.] High and mighty f you shall kwm lammt 
naked on fdur kingdom. lo-morroxo shall I beg kene 
ibsee your kingly eyes ; when I shall, Jir si asUng your 
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pardon thereunto^ recount the occasion of my sudden, 
-and more strange^ return. Hamlet. - 

What sbould this mean ? Are all the rest come back? 
Or is it some abuse^ and no such thing } 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

Kinor. Tis Hamlet's character. — Nalsed,--^ • 
And^ in. a postscript here, he says> alone, — 
Can you advise me ? 

Laer. I am lost in it^ my lord. But let him come ; 
It warms the very sickness in my hearty 
That I shall live^ and tell him to his teethe 
Thus diddest thou. 

King. If it be so, Laertes, 
Will you be ruled by me ? 

Laer. Ay, my lord : 
So you will not o*errule me to a peace. 

Kiffg. To thine own peace. If he be now re- 
turn'd, — 
As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to imdertake it, — I will work him 
l^o an exploit, now ripe in my device. 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall: 
And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe ; ' 
B^t even his mother shall uncharge the practice. 
And call it accident. 
, Laer. My lord, I will be ruled ; 
The rather, if you could devise it so. 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It Mb right. 
You have been talk'd of since your travel much. 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they say you shine. 

Laer. What part is that, my lord ? 

King. A very ribband in the cap of youth. 
Hare was a gentleman of Normandy, — 
He made confession of you ; 

G 
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And gave you such a masterly report^ 

For art and exercise in your defence. 

And for your rapier most especial, ^ 

That he cried out, 'twould be a sight ind)eed> 

If one ceuld match you : 

This report of his 

Did Hamlet so envenom with his enyy. 

That he could nothing do, but wish and heg' 

Your sudden coming o'er, to play vrith you. 

Now, out of this, 

Laer» What out of this, my lord ? 

King, Laertes, was your father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why ask you this ? 

King. Hamlet comes back r — ^what would yon 
undertake, 
To shew yourself in deed your father's son 
More than in words ? 

Laer, To cut his throat V the church. 

King, No place, indeed, should murder sanetuarise. 
Hamlet, return*d, shall know you are come home ^ 
We'll put on those shall praise your exceUence, 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman ffs^e you > bring you, in fine^ Hb^ 

gether, 
And w^iger o*er your heads r he, being remiss^ 
Host generouff, and free from all contriving. 
Will not peruse the foils 5 so that, with ease» 
Or with a little shu^ing, you may ehoose 
A sword unbated, and, in a pasa of practice^ 
Requite him for your father* 

Laer. 1 will do*t r 
And, fbr the purpose. 111 anoint my sword. 
J bought an unction of a mountebank. 
So mortal, that, but dip a knife in it. 
Where it draws blood, no cataplasm sa rare^ 
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Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the mooD> can save the thing from deaths 
That is but scratch'd withal : I'll touch my point 
With this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly^ 
It may be death. 

King, Let's further think of this : — 
We'll make a sdlema wager on your cunnings ; 
When in your motion you are hot and dry, 
(As make your bouts more violent to that end,) 
And that he calls for drink> I'll have preferr*d him 
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but sipping. 
If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck^ 
Our purpose may hold there. — ^But stay^ what noise? 

Enter Queen. 

Q^een* One woe doth tread upon another's heel. 
So fiut they follow: — ^Your sister's drown'd, Laertes. 

Laer. Drown'dl O, where? 

Queen. There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook. 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy streamj . 
There with fimtastic garlands did she come^ 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples $ 
There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds. 
Cllambcring to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 
When down her weedy trophies, and herself, 
fell in the weeping brook. 

Laer. I foibid my tears: But yet 
It is ovr trick ; nature her custom holds. 
Let ahame say what it wilL— 
Adieu, my lord ! 

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze. 
Bat that tiiis folly drowns it. \_Exit Laertbs. 

King, How much I had to do to calm his rage i 
Now fear I, this will give it start again. ^Exeunt, 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



A Churchyard. 



Enter two Gravediggers. 

1 Graved, Is she to be buried in christian burial, 
tliat wilfully seeks her own salvation ? 

2 Graved. 1 tell thee, she is ; therefore, make her 
grave straight : the crowner hath sat on her> and 
finds it christian burial. 

1 Graved. How can that be, unless she drown'd 
herself in her own defence ? 

2 Graved, Why, *tis found so, 

1 Graved. It must be se offendendo ; it cannot be 
else. For here lies the point : If I drown myself 
wittingly, it argues an act ; and an act has three 
branches; it is to act, to do, and to perform: 
A rgal, she drowned herself wittingly. 

2 Graved. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver; — 
1 Graved, Give me leave. Here lies the water; 

good : here stands the man ; good : If the man go 
to this water and drown himself, it is, will he, nill 
lie, he goes ; mark you that : but if the water come 
to him, and drown him, he drowns not himself: 
Argal, he, that is not guilty .of his own death, 
shortens not his own life. 
2. Graved. But is this law ? 

1 Graved, Ay, marry, is*t : crowner's-quest law. 

2 Graved. Will you ha' the truth on t > If this had 
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not been a gentlewoman^ she would have been 
buryM out of diristian burial. 

1 Graved. Why, there thou say*st : And the more 
. pity, that great folks should have countenance in this 

world to drown or hang themselves^ more than their 
even chiistian.— Come : my spade. There is no an- 
cient gentleman but gardeners^ ditchers, and grave- 
makers ; they hold up Adam's profession. 

2 Graved, Was he a gentlems^ ? 

1 Grafoed, He was the first that ever bore arms. — 
I'll put a question to thee ; if thou answer'st me not 

' to the purpose, confess thyself-^ 

2 Graved* Go to. 

1 Graved, What is he that builds stronger than 
either the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenteir, ? 

2 Graved. The gallows-maker ; for that frame 
outlives a thousand tenants. 

1 Graved. I like thy wit well, in good foith the 
gallows does well : But how does it well ? it does 
well to those that do ill : now thou dost ill, to say 
the gallows is built stronger than the church ; argal^ 
the gallowa may do well to thee. To*t again ; come. 

2 Graved. Who builds stronger than a mason, a 
shipwright, or a carpenter ? 

1 Crraved. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Crraved, Marry, now I can tell. 
] Graved. To't 

21 Graved. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a Distance. 

1 Graved. Cudgel thy brains no more about it i for 

.-yiHir dull ass will not mend'his pace with beating ; 

andf when you are asked this question next, say, a 

.gravermaker: the houses that he makes last till 

>4ooiii8day. Go, get thee to Yaughan, and fetch me 

& stoup of liquor, {Exit 2d Gravediggkr. 

G 3 
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The Gravedigger digs and sings. 

In youth tohen I did love, did love, 

Methought it toas very stoeet^ 
To contract, 0, the time,Jbr^ ah my behove, 

O methought there loas nothing so meet. 

Ham* Has this fellow no feeling of his business? 
He sings in grave-making. 

Hor, Custom hath made it in him a property of 
easiness. 

Ham, 'Tis e'en so 5 the hand of little employ- 
ment hath the daintier sense. 



Gravrdigger sins9» 

• 

But age, with his stealing siepSf 

Hath datvi'd me in his clutch, 
4t^d hath shipp'd me into the land. 

As if I had never been such, 

IThrows up a ScuU, 

Ham, That scull had a tongue in it^ and could 
sing once : How ^he knave jowls it to the ground, 
as if it were Cain*s jaw-bone that did the first mur- 
der ! This might be the ps^te of a politician, "^^hich 
this ass now over-reaches ; one that would circum- 
vent Heaven, might it not I 

[The Gravedigger thr&ws up Bones* 

Hor, It mightj, my lord. 
' Ham. Did these bones cost no more the breedii^ 
but to play at loggats "with them ? mine ache to 
think on*t. 
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Gravedigger sings. 

A pick'Oxe and a spade^ a spade. 

For — and a shrouding sheet; 
Oj a pit of clay for to he made 

For such a guest is meet. 

[ Throtvs up another Scull. 



Ham. There's another : Why may not that be the 
scull of a lawyer? Where be his quiddits now, his 
quillets, his cases, his tenures, and his tricks ? why 
does he suffer this rude knave now to knock him 
about the sconce with a dirty shovel, and will not 
tell him of his action of battery ? —I will speak to 
this fellow : — Whose grave's this, sirrah ? 

Graved, Mine, sir, — 

Sings. 

O, a pit of clay for to he made 
For such a guest is meet. 

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed -, for thou liest 
in It. 

Graved, You lie out on*t, sir, and therefore it is not 
yours : for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine. 

Him. Thou dost lie in*t, to be in*t, and say, it is 
thine: 'tiafor the dead, not for the quick; therefore 
€hou liest. 

Graved. 'Tis a quick lie^ sir ^ 'twill away again 
^jRim me to you. 
-^ Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ? 

Graved, For no juan, ^ir. 



80 HAMLST* . |ACTV. 

» 

Ham. What woman^ then ? 

Graved. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in*t ? 

Graved, One that was a woman^ sir; bat> rest her 
soul! she's dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we must speak 
by the card» or equivocation will undo us.— How 
long hast thou been a gravemaker ? 

Graved. Of all tiie days i' the year^ I came to*t that 
day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbrass. 

Ham. How long is that since ? 

Grcpoed, Cannot you tell that > every fbol: can tell 
that : It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
born 5 he that is mad^ and sent into England. 

Htan. Aj, marry, why was he sent into Bngland? 

Graved. Why^ because he was mad : he shall re- 
cover his wits there 5 or, if he do not> 'tis no great 
matter there. 

Ham. Why? 

Graved. 'Twill not be seen in him there j there 
the men are as mad as he. 

Ham, How came he mad ? 

Graved, Very strangely^ they say. 

Ham. How strangely? 

Graved. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Graved. Why^ here in Denmark ; — I have been 
sexton here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i' the earth ere he 
rot? 

Graved, 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, 
he will last you some eight year^ or nine year ; a tan- 
ner will last you nine year. 

Ham. Why be more than another? 

Graved, Why, sir, hb hide is so tanned with jus 
trade thatiie'wiU keep dut water a great while; and 
your water is a sore dccaycr of your whoreson dead — 
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body. Here's a scull now has lain you i' the earth 
three and twenty years. 

Ham. Whose was it ? 

Graved. A whoreson mad fellow's it was : — ^whose 
do you think it was ? 

Hor, Nay, 1 know not. 

Gra'oed. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue! he 
pour*d a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This 
same scull, sir^ was Yorick's scull> the king's jester. 

Ham. This ? [^Taking the Scull, 

Graved. E'en that. 

Ham, Alas, poor Yorick! — ^I knew him, Horatio; 
a fellow of infinite jest^ of most excellent fancy; he 
hath borne me on his back a thousand times -, here 
hung those lips, that I have kiss'd I know not how 
oft ; and now, how abhorr'd in my imagination it is ! 
Where be your gibes now ? your gambols ? your 
songs? your flashes of merriment, that were wont to 
set the table on a roar } not one now to mock your 
own grinning ? quite chap-fall'n ! Now get you to 
my lady*s chamber, and tell her, let her paint an 
inch thick, to this favour she must come 3 make her 
laugh at that. — 
Tr'ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hor. What's that, my lord ? 

Ham. Dost thou think Alexander look'd o' this 
iiashion i' the earth ? 

Hor. E'en so. 

Ham. And smelt so } pah ! 

Hor. E'en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Horatio ! 
Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of 
Alexander, till he find it stopping a bung-hole ? 

Hor. 'Twere to consider too curiously, to consi- 
der so* 

Ham. No, 'faith, not a jot ; but to follow him 
kliitber with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead 
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it: As thus; Alexander died> Alexander was buried, 
Alexander retumeth to dust ; the dust is earth j of 
earth we make loam: And why of that Inm, 
whereto he was converted^ might they not stop a 
beer-barrel } 
Imperial Caesar^ dead, and turned to clay> 
Might stop a hole^ to keep the wind away : 
O, that that earthy which kept the world in awe, . 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter^s flaw ! — 

iASeUtolb. 
But soft ! but soft !■ Aside ; here comes tiie king, 
The queen, the courtiers :— Who is this they fol- 
low ?— 
And with such maimed rites ?*-— This doth betokeo^t 
The corse, they follow^ did with desperate hand 
Foredo its own life. 'Twas of some estate : 
Couch we a while^ and mark. 

\Retiring toith Hokatio.— J?fS toBL 



Enier'FRiARf Kino, Queen, Laertes, Mabcsllu*, 
Bernardo^ Francisco, Gentlemen, XiAdies, 
Sfc, attending the Corpse o/*Opiielia. 

Bell toUs. 



Laer, What ceremony else ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, 
A very noble youth, 

Laer. What ceremony else ? 

Friar, Her obsequies have been as far enlaiged' 
As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful; 
And, but that great command o*ersways the order. 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodged - 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers^ 
Shards, flints^ and pebbles, should be thrown on her. 



8CEKE I,] HAMLET. - 85 

Yet here the is idlow'd her viiffin crants. 

Her maiden strewments^ and the Mnging home 

Of bell and burial. 

Laer, Must there no more be done ? 

Friar, No more be done ? 
We should profiEine the senrice of the dead. 
To sing a Requiem, and such rest to her 
As to peace parted souls, 

Laer, Laj her i' the earth $— 
And from her fair and unpoUuted flesh 
May violets spring !^- 

[Theypia th^ Cqffin in the Grave. 
I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A minist'ring angel shall my sister be^ 
When thou liest howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia ! 

Qtfem. Sweets to the s¥Feet : Farewell ! 

[^Scattering Flowers. 
I hoped thou shouldst have been my Hamlet's wife ; 
1 thought thy bride- bed to have deck'd, sweet maid. 
And not have strew'd thy grave* 

Laer. O, treble woe 
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Deprived thee of t — 

ITke Gravsdigoer about to throto the Earth 
into the Grave. 
Hold off the earth a while, 
^lU I have caught her once more in mine arms : 

[Laertes kaps into the Grave. 
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead ; 
TiU of this flat a mountain you have made, 
l^o overtop old Pelion, or the sl^ish head 
^£ blue Olympus. \^Exit Gravboiggbs.^ 

Ham, lAd%faneing,'] What is he whose grief 
Wars such an emp^is } Whose phrase of sorrow 
^Qiqurea the wana ring staxS| and makes them stand 



8+ HAMLET. '[ACTV. 

Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer^ The devil take thy soul ! 

ISpringing out of the Grave, and seizbig 
Hamlet. 

Ham, Thou pray'st not well. 
I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat y 
For, though I am not splenetive and rash, ■ 
Yet have I in me something dangerous^ 
Which let thy wisdom fear. Hold off thy hand. 

Kittg. Pluck them asunder. 

[T^ey are parted by Horatio and 
Marcellus. 

Queen, Hamlet, Hamlet ! y 

Ham, Why, I will fight with him upon this theme. 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 

Queen. O, my son, what theme ? 

Ham. I loved Ophelia ; forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love. 
Make up my sum.— What wilt thou do for her ? 

Queen, O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Ham, Come, show me what thou'lt do : 
Woul't weep ? woul't fight ? wbul*t fast ? woul't 

tear thyself ? 
rU do*t. — ^Dost thou come here to wiiine ? 
To outface me with leaping in her grave ? 
Be buried quick with her, and so will I. 
And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground, 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone. 
Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, an thou It mouthe, 
1*11 rant as well as thou. 

Queen, This is mere madness : 
And thus a while the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, lis patient as the female dove. 
When that her golden couplets are disclosed. 
His silence will sit drooping. 
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Ham. Hear you, sir ; 
What is the reason that you use me thus ? 
1. loTed you ever : But it is no matter; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may. 
The cat will mew^ and dog will have his day. 

[Exit Hamlet. 
King, I pray thee^ good Horatio^ wait upon him.— ^ 

[Exit Horatio. 
Strengthen your patience in your last night's speech; 

[To Laertes. 
We'll put the matter to the present push.^- 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 
This grave shall have a living monument ; 
An hour of quiet thereby shall we see ; 
Till then^ in patience our proceeding be. 

[Bell tolls. Exeunt King^ Laertes, 

Frur^ ^c. 



scene II. 



A Hall in the Palace* 



Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham, But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes 1 forgot myself; 
•3Por^ by the image of my cause, I see 
^The portraiture of his. 

Hor. Peace ; who comes here ? 

H 
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Here, thou incestuous, murd'ron^, damned Dm^ 
Follow my moUier. — IStabs the King, leAa diu* 

Laer, He is justly served. — * 
Exchange foigiveness with me, noble Hamlet t 
IMine and my father's death come not upon thee; 
Nor thine on me ! — [He tbies. 

Ham, Heaven make theefree of it! I follow thee^r^ 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance^ 
That are but mutes or audience to this act. 
Had I but time, — as this fell sergeant. Death, 
Is strict in his arrest,— >0, 1 could tell you. 
But let it be : — Horatio, 1 am dead ; 
Thou liv'st ; report me and my caus^ aright 
To the uncffitisfied. 

Hor* Never believe't ;— 

[Takes the Cup from Francisco. 
I am more an antique Roman than a Dane,^- 
Here*s yet some liquor left. 

Ham, As thou'rt a man,— [Snatches the Cup. 
Give me the cup ; let go ; by Heaven I'll have it^-^ 
O, good Horatio, what a wounded name. 
Things standing thus tmknown, shall live behind me! 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart. 
Absent thee from felicity a while. 
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain^ 
To tell my story.— —O, I die, Horatio ! — 
The potent poison quite o'ergrows my spirit ; 
The rest i o o ilence. [He die*. 

Hor. Now cracks a noble heart! ■ Good night, 
sweet prince ; 
And flights of angels sing thee to thy r^ ! ■ 
Give order, that these bodies 
High on a4stage be placed to the view ; 
And let me speak, to the yet unknoMring world. 
How these things came about.—— 
Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage > 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 
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To have proTcd most royally : and forliis passage^ 
Tlie soldiers' music, and the rites of war^ 
Speak loudly for him.— 
Take up the bodies : — Such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 

lA Dead March^^Examt. 



THE END. 
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BEMARES. 



Shakspeare's historical plays are particularly valu- 
able, wherein faithful history is combined with tran* 
scendant poetry. 

The present play comprises every incident of note 
in the life and death of King Richard the Thirds and 
contains a period of fourteen years. 

Mr. Malone says of this drama— '< From the many 
allusions to it in books of that age, when it was first 
acted, and the number of editions it passed through, 
I suspect it was more often represented, and more 
admired, than any other of our author s tragedies.** 

Queen Elizabeth, who seems to have been a judge 
of theatrical, as well as of political, measures, highly 
admired the tragedy of Richard III. and it was played 
frequently by her royal command. 

Her majesty was ever most gracious to the author 
and all his productions ; but it is^ by some critics 
imagined that her partiality to this drama arose from 
the particular gratification of beholding her grand- 
father, Richmond, placed in the most exalted and 
amiable situation, in which Henry the Seventh could 
ever be shown. 

In the reign of William and Mary, the whole first 
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act of this play was omitted in representation, by 
order of the licenser ; who assigned as his reason — 
that the distresses of Henry the Sixth, who is kiUed 
in the first act> by Richard, wonld put weak people 
too much in mind of King James the Second^ who 
was then living an exile in France. 

Of this play, in representation, some peculiar cir- 
cumstances may be observed. An audience, who, it 
is generally known, hate, even in the person of his 
representative, the villain of the drama, still hold in 
their greatest favour the actor who performs Richard 
the Third. 

Garrick, Henderson, Kemble, and Cooke, have all 
in their turn been favoured with the love, as well as 
the admiration, of the town, for acting Richard, 

Walpole's '' Historic Doubts'' out of the question, 
Garrick appears to have been the actor, of all 
others, best suited for this character. — ^His diminutive 
figure gave the best personal likeness of the crooked- 
back king. He had, besides, if tradition may be re- 
lied on, the first abilities as a mimic ; and Richard 
himself was a mass of mimicry, except in his ambi- 
tion, and his cruelty. 

Henderson was received with welcome in the cha* 
racter, when Garrick was no more ; and Kemble and 
Cooke have been followed on the same grounds. 

Cooke holds, at present, the possession of the part # 
and has popular favour in it, to the highest degree* 
That he is a very fine actor, all, who see him, ackno w 
ledge i but, of his performance of Richard the Thirds 
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it may exactly be said, what Dr. Johnson has said of 
the play of Richard the Third, viz : 

*^ This is one of the most celebrated of our au-* 
thor's performances -, yet I know not whether it has 
not happened to him, as to others, to be praised most, 
when praise is not most deserved." 
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KING RICHARD III. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



A Garden in the Totver, 

Enter Lieutenant and Officer. 

LieiU. Has King Henry walked forth this morning ? 

Offi, No, sir ; but it is near his hour. 

Lteut. At any time, when you see him here. 
Let no stranger into the garden > 
I would not have him star'd at — See^ who's that, 
Now entering at the gate ? [Knocking within. 

Qffi. Sir, the Lord Stanley. 

Lieut. Leave me — [Exit Officer. 

Enter Lord Stani«ey. 

My noble lord, you're welcome to the Tower : 
^ heard last night you late arriv'd with news 
^f Edward's victory to his joyful queen. 

Stanley. Yes, sir ; and I am proud to be the man, 
I'hat first brought home the last of civil broils : 
f be houses now of York and Lancaster, 
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Like bloody brothers, fighting for a birthright. 
No more shall wound the parent, that would part 

them: 
Edward now sits secure on England's throne* 

Ideut. Near Tewksbury, my lord, I think they 
fought ; 
Has the enemy lost any men of note ? 

Stanley. Sit, I was posted home, 
Ere an account was taken of the slain : 
But^ as I left the field, a proclamation, 
From the king, was made in search of Edward, 
Son to your prisoner. King Henry the Sixth, 
Which gave reward to those discovering him. 
And him his life, if he*d surrender. 

Lieut. That brave young prince, I fear, 's ulilike 
his father. 
Too high of heart, to brook submissive life : 
This will be heavy news to Henry's ear, 
For on this battle's cast his all was set. 

Stanley. King Henry and ill fortune are familiar; 
He ever threw with an indifferent hand. 
But never yet was known to lose his patience : 
How does he pass the time in his confinement ? 

Lieut. As one whose wishes never reach'd a crown;. 
The king seems dead in him — ^but as a man. 
He sighs sometimes in want of liberty. 
Sometimes he reads^ and walks^ and wishes 
That fate had bless'd him with an humbler birth. 
Not to have felt the falling from a throne. 

Stanley, Were it not possible to see this king ? 
They say, he'll freely talk with Edward's friends. 
And even treats them with respect and honour. 

Lieut, This is his usual time of walking forth 
(For he's allow'd the freedom of the garden) 
After his morning prayer } he seldom fails : 
Behind this arbour we, unseen^ may stand 
A while to observe him. \The^ tettre- 
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Enter Kino Henry. 

K, Hen. By this time the decisive blow is struck ; 
Either my queen and son are blessM with victory. 
Or I'm the cause no more of civil broils. 
'Would 1 were dead^ if Heav'n's good will were so ; 
For what is in this world but grief apd care? 
What noise and bustle do kings make to find it ; 
When life's but a short chase, our game content^ 
Which^ most pursu'd, is most compelPd to iiyj 
And he^ that mounts him on the swiftest hope, 
Shall often run his courser to a stand ; 
While the poor peasant, from some distant hill, 
Uiidanger'd and at ease^ views all the sport. 
And sees content take shelter in his cottage. 

Stanley. He seems extremely mov*d. 

Ueut. Does he know you ? 

Stanley, No > nor would I have him. 

Lieut, We'll show ourselves. [They comejorxvard. 

K, Hen. Why, there's another check to proud am- 
bition ! 
That man received his charge from me, and now 
l*m his prisoner— he locks me to my rest. 
Such an unlook*d-for change who could suppose. 
That saw him kneel to kiss the hand that rais*d him ? 
But that I should not now complain of. 
Since I to that, 'tis possible, may owe 
His civil treatment of me — 'Morrow, Lieutenant ; 
Is any news arrived ? — Who's that with you? 

Lieut. A gentleman, that came last night express 
From Tewksbury — We've had a battle. 

K. Hen, Comes he to me with letters, or advice } 

Lieut, Sir, he's King Edward's officer, your foe. 

K, Hen, Then he won't flatter me — You're wel- 
come, sir; 
Not less because you are King Edward's friend, 
For I have almost learn'd myself to be so 3 
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Could I but once forget I was a kin^, 
I might be truly happy^ and his subject. 
YouVe gained a battle ; is't not so ? 

Stanley. We have, sir^ — how, will reach your ear 
too soon. 

K, Hen. If to my loss, it can't too soon — ^pray, 
speak; 
For fear makes mischief greater than it is. 
My queen ! my son ! say^ sir, are they living ? 

Stanley, Since my arrival^ sir« another post 
Came in^ which brought us wordj your queen and son 
Were prisoners now at Tewksbury. 

K. Hen. Heav*n's will be done ! the hunters have 
them now, 
And I have only sighs and prayers to help them. 

Stanley, King Edward^ sir, depends upon his sword. 
Yet prays heartily when the battlers won j 
And soldiers love a bold and active leader. 
Fortune^ like women, will be dose pursu*d ; 
The English are high mettled^ sir, and 'tis 
No easy part to fit them well — ^King Edward 
Feels their temper, and 'twill be hard to throw him. 

K, Hen. Alas ! I thought them men, and rather 
hop'd 
To win their hearts by mildness than severity. 
My soul was never form'd for cruelty ; 
In my eyes, justice has seem'd bloody : 
When, on the city gates, I have beheld 
A traitor's quarters parching in the sun, 
My blood has turn'd with horror at the sight ; 
I took them down, and bury'd with his limbs. 
The memory of the dead man's deeds — Perhaps 
That pity made me look less terrible. 
Giving the mind of weak rebellion spirit ; 
For kings are put in trust for all mankind, 
And when themselves take injuries, who is safe? 
If so, I have deserv'd these frowns of fortune. 
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Enter Officer. 

Offi. Sir^ here's a gentleman brings a warranty 
For his access to King Henry's presence. 

LietU, I come to him. [^Exit, toith Officer. 

Stanley, His business may require your privacy ; 
111 leave you* sir, wishing you all the good 
That can be wish'd — not wronging him I serve. [Exit. 

K. Hen, Farewell! 
Who can this be ! a sudden coldness. 
Like the damp hand of death, has seiz*d my limbs : 
I fear some heavy news ! 

Enter Lieutenant. 

Who is it, good lieutenant ? 

Lieut, A gentleman, sir, from Tewksbunr : he seems 
A melancholy messenger— for, when I ask'd 
What news, his answer was a deep-fetch*d sigh : 
I would not urge him, but I fear 'tis fatal. \Ent, 

Enter Tressel. 

K, Hen* Fatal indeed ! his brow's the title-page. 
That speaks the nature of a tragic volume. 
Say, friend, how does my queen ! my son ! 
Thou tremblest, and the whiteness of thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 
£v'n such a man, so faint, so spiritless. 
So didl, so dead in look, so woe begone. 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night. 
And would have told him half his Troy was burn'd. 
But Priam found the lire, ere he his tongue, 
And I my poor son's death, ere thou relat'st it. 
Now wouldst thou say — your son did thus, and thus, 
And thus your queen! so fought the valiant Ox- 
ford; 
StoppiDg my greedy ear with their bold deeds j 
But, in the end, (to stop my ear indeed) 
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Shakspeare's historical plays are particularly valu- 
able, wherein faithful history is combined with tran* 
scendant poetry. 

The present play comprises every incident of note 
in the life and death of King Richard the Thirds and 
contains a period of fourteen years. 

Mr. Malone says of this dramar— ^< From the many 
allusions to it in books of that age, when it was first 
acted^ and tlie number of editions it passed through, 
I suspect it was more often represented, and more 
admired, than any other of our author's tragedies.** 

Queen Elizabeth, who seems to have been a judge 
of theatrical, as well as of political, measures, highly 
admired the tragedy of Richard III. and it was played 
frequently by her royal command. 

Her majesty was ever most gracious to the author 
and all his productions ; but it is^ by some critics 
imagined that her partiality to this drama arose from 
the particular gratification of beholding her grand- 
father^ Richmond, placed in the most exalted and 
amiable situation, in which Henry the Seventh could 
ever be shown. 

In the reign of William and Mary> the vihoU^t^t 
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If thoii wUt soothe my sorrow^ then I'll thank iSbet-, 
Ay! now thou'rt kind indeed 1 these tears otilige me. 

Tressel. Alas, my lord, I fear more %wUb towards 
Tou! 

K. lien. Why, let it come; I scarce. shall Ibdit 
now 5 
My present woes have beat me to the gnnind ; 
And my hard fieite can make me fall no lower* 
What can it be ?— give it its ugliest shape — 
Oh, my poor boy ! 

Tresm. A word does that ; it comes in Gloster*8 
fbrm* 

K. Hen. Frightful indeed ! give me the worst that 
threatens. 

Tretsd. Afterthe murder of your scm^atemBidMurdy 
As if unsated with the wounds he hadgiVen, • 
With unwash'd hands went from his frieuda in haste; 
And, being asked by Clarence of the caiue, 
He, kw'ring, cried. Brother, I mnst to the Tower j 
I've business there ; excuse me to the king^: 
Before you reach the town, expect some news : 
This said, he vanish*d — and, I hear, is arriv'd. 

K. Hen. Why, then the period of my woes is set; 
For ills, but thought by him, are half performed. 

I 

Enter Lieutenant, xvith an Order. 

Lieut. Forgive me, sir, what Vm compelled t' obey: 
An order for your close confinement. 

K. Hen. Whence comes it, good Lieutenant } 

Lieut. Sir, from the Duke of Gloster. 

K. Hen, Good night to all then ! I obey it. 
And now, good friend, suppose me on my death-bed| 
And take of me thy last, short-living, leave. 
Nay, keep thy tears, till thou hast seen me dead : 
And when, in tedious winter nights, with good 
Old folks, thou sitt'st up late. 
To hear them tell the dismal tales 
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Of times long paat^ ev*n now with woe remember*d. 
Before thou bidd'st good night, to quit their grief^ 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And send thy hearers weeping to their beds. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 



The Tower. 



Enter Gloster. 

Glost. Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by the sun of York; 
And all the clouds, that low*r*d upon our house, 
In the deep b^ysom of the. ocean buried : 
Vovt are our brows bound with victorious wreaths. 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments. 
Our stem alarms are changed to merry meetings ; 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures : 
Grim-visag'd war hath smooth*d his wrinkled fronts 
And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds. 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries. 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber. 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute : 
But I, that am not made for sportive tricks. 
Nor made to court an amVous looking-glass ; 
I, that am rudely stamp*d, and want love's migesty. 
To strut before a wanton, ambling nymph ; 
I, that am curtaiFd of man*s fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deform'd, unfinish*d, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up. 
And that so laiHely and unfashionable. 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them ; 
Why h in this weak, piping time of peace> 
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Have no delight to pass away my hours. 
Unless to see my shadow in the sun. 
And descant on my own deformity : 
Then, since this euth affords no joy to me. 
But to command, to check, and o'erbear such 
As are of happier person than myself; 
Why, then, to me this restless world's but hell. 
Till this mis-shapen trunk's aspiring head 
Be circled in a glorious diadem- 
But then *tis fix'd on such a height ; — oh^ I 
Must stretch the utmost reaching of my soul ! 

1*11 climb betimes, without remorse or dread, 
And my first step shall be on Henry's head. [Exit, 



SCENE III. 

u4 Chamber in the Totoer 
King Henry^ sleeping on a Couch, 

Enter Lieutenant. 

Ueut, Asleep so soon! but sorrow minds no sea- 
sons 'f 

The morning, noon> and nighty with her*s the sam^ ''» 
She's fond of any hour, that yields repose. 
K, Hen. Who's there? Lieutenant! is it yoi^ 

Come hither! 
Lieut. You shake, my lord, and look affrighted -'^ 
K. Hen. Oh ! I have had the fearf ull'st dream, 
such sights, 
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That^ as 1 live, 

I would not pass another hour so dreadful^ 
Though 'twere to huy a world of happy days. 
Reach me a book- — ^I'll try if reading can 
Divert these melancholy thoughts. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glost. Crood day, my lord ; what^ at your book so 
hard? 
I disturb you. ^ 

K. Hen. You do indeed. 
Glost. Friend, leave us to ourselves ; we must 

confer. 
X. Hen. Wha^bloody scene has Roscius now to 
act ? lExit Lieutenant. 

Giost. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind : 
Hie thief does fear each bush an officer. 

K. Hen. Where thieves, without controlment, rob 
and kill. 
The traveller does fear each bush a thief: 
The poor bird, that has been already lim*d. 
With trembling wings misdoubts of every bush ; 
And I, the hapless male of one sweet bird. 
Have now the fatal object in my eye. 
By whom my voung one bled, was caught, and 
kiU'd. 
Glost. Why, what a peevish fool was that of 
Crete, 
That taught his son the office of a fowl ! 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd : 
Thou ^ouldst have taught thy boy his prayers 

alone, 
^\jid then he had not broke his neck with climbing. 
K, Hen. Ah! kill me with thy weapon/ not thy 
words 5 
Vly breaist can better brook thy dagger^s pomt, 

c 3 
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Than can my ears that piercing story ; 

But wherefore dost thou come? is't for my life? 

Gha. Think'st thou I am an executioner P 

K, Hen, If murdering innocents be execntiog. 
Then thou'rt the worst of executioners. 

Glost. Thy son I killed for his presumption. 

K, Hen, Hadst thou been kiU*d^ when first thoa 
didst presume^ 
Thou hadst not liv'd to kill a son of mine: 
But thou wert-born to massacre mankind. 
How many .old men's sighs, and widow's moans; 
How many orphans* water-standing eyes ; 
Men for their sons^ wives for their husbands' fate. 
And children for their parents* timeless death. 
Will rue the hour that ever thou ifert born ! 
The owl shriek'd at thy birth — an evil sign ! 
The night-crow cry'd, foreboding luckless time ; 
Dogs howFd^ and hideous tempests shook down trees; 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney top. 
And chattering pies in dismal discord sung ; 
Thy mother fdt more than a mother's pain> 
And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope. 
Teeth hadst thou in thy head ^ when thou wert bom, 
Which plainly said, thou cam'st to bite mankind ; 
And, if the rest be true, which I have heard. 
Thou cam'st 

Glost, m hear no more — Die, prophet, in thj 
speech ; 
For this, amongst the rest, I was ordained. [Stabs hiff** 

K. Hen, Oh ! and for much more slaughter aft^^ 
this; 
Just Heav'n forgive my sins, and pardon thee! [Di^^ 

Glost, Wliat! will the aspiring blood of Lancast^ 
Sink in the ground ? — I thought it would ha^^ 

mounted. 
See how my sword weeps for the poor king's deatl^^ 
Oh may such purple tears be always shed. 
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Fram those^ who wish the downfall of our house ! 

If any spark of life be yet remaining^ 

Down, down to hell, and say 1 sent thee thither ; 

I, that have neither pity^ love, nor fear : 

Indeed 'tis true, what Henry told me of; 

For I have often heard my mother say, 

I came into the world with my legs forward ; 

The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd, 

Good Heaven bless us ! he is bom with teeth ! 

And so I was, which plainly signify'd. 

That 1 should snarl, and bite, and play the dog. 

Then since the Heav'ns have shaped my body so. 

Let hell make crook'd my mind, to answer it; 

I have no brother^ am like no brother. 

And this word love, which grey^beards call divine. 

Be resident in men, like one another. 

And not in me— -I am — myself alone. 

Clarence, beware, thou keep'st me from the light ; 

But if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Thou'st not another day to live ; which done^ 

Heav'n take the weak King Edward to his mercy. 

And leave the world for me to bustle in : 

But soft — I'm sharing spoil, before the field is won. 

Clarence still breathes, Edward still lives and 

reigns; 
When they are gone, then must I count my gains. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENB I. 

St, PauFs. 

Enter Tressel, meeting Lord Stanley. 

Tressel. My lord> your servant; pray what brought 
you to St. Paul's ? 

Stanley, I came among the crowd> to see the corpse 
Of poor King Henry \ 'tis a dismal sight ; 
But yesterday I saw him in the Tower ; 
His talk is still so fresh within my memory^ 
That I could weep> to think how fate has us'd hioii 
I wonder where's Duke Richard's policy^ 
In suffering him to lie expos'd to view \ 
Can he beUeve that men will love him for't ? 

Tressel. O yes, sir^ love him, as he loves hii 
brothers. 
When was you with King Edward^ P^y> ™y ^o^d? 
I hear he leaves his food, is melancholy ; 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Stanley. 'Tis thought hell scarce recover. 
Shall we to courts and hear more news of him ? 

Tressel. I am oblig'd to pay attendance here : 
The lady Anne has license to remove 
King Henry*s corpse to be interred at Chertsey^ 
And I'm engaged to follow her. 

Stanley, Mean you King Henry's daughter in la^ ' 

Tressel. The same^ sir, widow to the late PriO-^ 
Edward, 
Whom Gloster kill'd at Tewksbury. 

Stanley. Alas! poor W\y\ ^W^ ?»«.n^x€v^ \&^^ 
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bid yet^ I hear, Richard attempts her love : 
liethinks the wrongs he's done her might discou- 
rse him. 

Tressel, "Seither those wrongs, nor his own shape, 
can. fright him : 
Ele sent for leave to visit her^ this mornings 
\nd she was forc'd to keep her bed^ to avoid him : 
WiXL you along 
To see this doleful ceremony } 

Stanley. I'll wait upon you. lExeuni. 

Enter Glostbb. 

Glost. 'Twas her excuse^ to avoid me, — Alas ! 

She keeps no bed 

She has health enough to progress far as Chertsey, 
Hid' not to bear the sight of me. 
[ cannot blame her-— — 

Why, love foreswore me in my mother's womb. 
And, for 1 should not deal in his soft laws> 
He did corrupt frail nature with a bribe, 
To shrink my arm up, like a witherd shrub. 
To make an envious mountain on my back. 
Where sits deformity, to mock my body ; 
To shape my legs of an unequal size, 
To disproportion me in every part. 
And am 1 then a man to be belov'd } 
Oh monstrous thought ! more vain than my ambi- 
tion. 

Enter Lieutenant, hastily. 



lAeut, My lord, 1 beg your grace 

GloU. Begone, fellow ! I'm not at leisure. 

JLieiit. My lord, the king, your brother, 's taken ill. 

Glo9t. m wait on him : leave me, friend. 
^^ \ Edward taken ill ! 
W^ould be were wasted, marrow, bones, aud i\\\. 
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That firom his loins no more young brats may rise^ 
To cross me in the golden time I look for. 

• 
Enter Lady Akne^ in Mournings Lord Stanlbt, 
Tressbl, Guards^ Bearers, xoith EIing Hen- 
ry's Bod^, and Six Ladies in Mourning. 

But see, my love appears — ^look where she shines^ 

Darting pale lustre, like the silver moon^ 

Thro' her dark veil of rainy sorrow ! 

So mourn'd the dame of Ephesus her love i 

And thus the soldier, arm'd with resolution^ 

Told his soft tale, and was a thriving wooer. 

'Tis true my form perhaps may little move her. 

But I've a tongue, shall wheedle with the devil: 

Why I can smile, and smile, and murder when I smile^ 

And cry content, to that which grieves my heart; 

And wet my cheek with artificial tears> 

And suit my face to all occasions. 

Yet hold, she mourns the man that I have killed ; 

First let her sorrows take some vent — stand here, 

I'll take her passion in its wain, and turn 

This storm of grief to gentle drops of pity 

For his repentant murderer. [He retires. 

Lady A, Hung be the heavens with Mack ; yidd 
day to night ; 
Comets, importing change of times and states. 
Brandish your fiery tresses in the sky. 
And with them scourge the bad revolting stars, 
That have consented to King Henry's death. 
Oh ! be accurst the hand, that shed his blood. 
Accurst the head, that had the heart to do it; 
If ever he have wife, let her be made 
More miserable by the life of him. 
Than I am now by Edward's death, and thine. ' 

Glost. Poor girl, what pains she takes to curse her- 
self. \As%i^* 

Lady A, If ever he have child, abortive be it, 
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Prodigious^ and untimely brought to light ; 
Whose hideous form, whose most unnatural aspect^ 
May fright the hopeful mother at her view^ 
And that be heir to his unhappiness. 
Now on to Chertsey, with your sacred load. 

Glost, Stay^ you that bear the corse^ and set it 
down. 

Ladi^ A, What black magician conjures up this 
fiend^ 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Glost Villains^ set dowivthe corse, or^ by St.Paul^ 
Vl\ make a corse of him that disobeys. 

Guard, My lord, stand back, and let the coffin 
pass, 

Glost, Unmanner'd slave! stand thou, when 1 
command ) 
Advance thy halbert higher than my breast. 
Or, by St. Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot, 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

Lady A, Why dost thou haunt him thus, unsated 
fiend? 
Thou hast but power over his mortal body j 
His soul thou canst not reach, therefore begone. 

Glati. Sweet saint^ be not so hard, for charity. 

Lady A. If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 
Why didst thou do this deed ? could not the laws 
Of man, of nature, nor of Heav'n dissuade thee? 
No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity. 

Glost. If want of pity be a crime so hateful, - 
Whence is it, thou, fair excellence, art guilty ? 

Lady A. What means the slanderer ? 

GUit. Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
0£ these my crimes supposed, to give me leave, 
Ay circumstance but to acquit myself. 

Lady A. Then take that sword, whose bloody 
point still reeks 
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With Henry*8 life, with my lov'd lord% young Ed- 
ward's, 
And here let out thy own^ to appease their ghosts. 
Glost. By such despair I should accuse myself. 
Ladi/ A. Why by despairing only canst thou stand 
excus*d } 
Didst thou not kill the king > 
Glosi. I grant ye. 

Ladi/ A. Oh ! he was gentle, loving^ mild, and 
virtuous i 
But he*s in heaven, where thou canst never come. 

Glost, Was I not kind, to send him thither, then } 
He was much fitter for that place than earth. 
Ladi/ A, And thou unfit for any place but helL 

Ghit. Yes, one place else If you will hear me 

name it. 
Ladi/ A. Some dungeon. 
Glost, Your bedchamber. 
Ladi/ A. Ill rest betide the chamber, where thoa 

liest. 
Glost. So it will, madam, till I lie in yours. 
Ladt/ A. 1 hope so. 

Glost, I know so. But, gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our tongues. 
And fall to something a more serious method. 
Is not the causer of the untimely deaths 
Of these Flantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner ? 

Ladijf A, Thou wert the cause, and most accors'd 

e£fect. 
Glost, Your beauty was the cause of that e£kct» 
Your beauty ! that did haunt me in my sleep. 
To undertake the death of all the world. 
So I might live one hour in that soft bosom ! 

Ladi/ A. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide 
These hands should rend that beauty from ^ 
cheeks. 
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. Glost. These eyes could not endure that beauty*s 

wreck ; 
You should not blemish it, if I stood by : 
As all the world is nourished by the 'sun. 
So I by that — ^it is my day, my life ! 

Ladt/ ji, I would it were, to be reveng'd on thee. 
Glost, It is a quarrel most unnatural. 
To wish revenge on him that loves thee. 

Lady A, Say rather 'tis my duty. 
To seek revenge on him that kill'd my husband. 

Glost, Fair creature, he» that kill*d thy husband. 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 
Ladif A* His better does not breathe upon the 

earth. 
GloiU He lives, that loves thee better than he 

could. • 

Lady A, Name him. 
GlosU Plantagenet. 
Lady A, Why, that was he. 
Glost, TYi'^ seU-samename, but one of softer nature. 
Lady A, Where is he ? 
Glost. Ah, take more pity in thy eyes, and see him 

—here. 
Lady A, Would they were basilisks, to strike thee 

dead ! 
Glost, I would they were, that I might die at 
once. 
For now they kill me with a living death ; 
Darting with cruel aim despair and love : 
I never 8u*d to friend or enemy ; - 
My tongue could never learn soft smoothing words ; 
But, now thy beauty is propos*d my fee, 
ACy proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to 
speak. 
J^ady A, Is there a tongue on earth can speak for 
thee? 
^^Ihy dost thou court my hate ? 
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Glost. Oh, teach not thy soft lips such cold con- 
tempt ! 
If thy relentless heart cannot forgive, 
Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword^ 
Which> if thou please to hide in this true breast. 
And let the honest soul out^ that adores thee ! 
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke. 
And humbly beg that death, upon my knee. 

Ladtf A. What shall I say, or do ? direct me, 
Heav'n ! 
When stones weep, sure the tears are natural 5 
And Heav'h itself instructs us to forgive, 
When they do flow from a sincere repentance. ^Jside. 

Glost, Nay, do not pause, for 1 did kill King 
Henry, 
But, 'twas thy wondrous beauty did provoke me ; 
Or, now despatch — ^*twas I that stabbM young Ed- 
ward, 
But, *twas thy heav'nly face that set me on : 
And I might still persist, (so stubborn is 
My temper) to rejoice at what I've done— 
But that thy powerful eyes (as roaring seas 
Obey the changes of the moon) have turn'd 
My heart, and made it flow with penitence. 

[^She drops the Stoord. 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Ladi/ A, No, though I wish thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glost, Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 

Lady A, I have, already. 

Glosl. That was in thy rage ; 
Say it again, and even with thy word. 
This guilty hand, that robb*d thee of thy love. 
Shall, for thy love, revenge thee on thy lover : 
To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 
What ! not a word, to pardon> or condemn me ! 
But thou art wise, and canst, with silence, kiU me; 
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Yet^ even in death, my fleeting soul pursues thee; 

Dash not the tears of penitence away 

I ask but leave to indulge my cold despair. 

Lady A, Wouldst thou not blame me, to forgive 
thy crimes ? 

Gloit. They are not to be forgiven ; no> not even 
Penitence can atone them — Oh, misery 
Of thought^ that strikes me with, at once, repent- 
ance 
And despair ! — though unpardoned, yield me pity. 

Lady A, 'Would I knew thy heart ! 

Glost, *Tis figur'd in my tongue. 

Lady A, 1 fear me, both are false. 

GhsL Then never man was true ! 

Ladji A. Put up thy sword. 

Glost, Say, then, my peace is made. 

Lady A, That shalt thou know hereafter. 

GlozU But, shall I live in hope ? 

Lady A, All men^ I hope, live so. 

Glott, I swear^ bright saint, I am not what I was ! 
Those eyes have turn*d my stubborn heart to wo- 
man; 
Thy goodness makes me soft in penitence. 
And my harsh thoughts are turn'd to peace and love. 
Oh ! if thy poor, devoted servant might 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand. 
Thou wouldst confirm his happiness for ever ! 

Lady A. What is't ? 

Ghit, That it may please thee^ leave these sad de- 
signs. 
To him, that has most cause to be a mourner^ 
And, presently, repair to Crosby House ; 
Where, after I have solemnly interr'd. 
At Chertsey Monastery, this injur'd king, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 
I will, with all expedient duty, see you. 
For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you> 
Grant me this favour, 

d2 
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Lady A, I do, my lord, and much it joys me too. 
To see you are become so penitent. 
Tressel, and Stanley, go along with me. 

Glost, Bid me farewelL 

Lady A. 'Tis more than you deserve. 
But^ since you teach me how to flatter you. 
Imagine I have said farewell already. [^Exeunt, 

Guard. Towards Chertsey, my loid ? 

Glost. No^ to Whitefriars ; there attend my com- 
ing. [^Exeunt Guards^ xjoith the Body, 
Was ever woman^ in this humour^ woo*d ? 
Was ever woman, in this humour, won ? 
I'll have her^ but I will not keep her long. 
What ! I, that kill*d her husband^ and his father^ 
To take her, in her heart's extremest hate^ 
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes^ 
The bleeding witness of my hatred by ; 
Having Heaven, her conscience^ and these bars 

against me. 
And I, no friends to back my suit withal. 
But the plain devil, and dissembling looks ; 
And yet, to win her ! all the world to nothing! 
Can she abase her beauteous eyes on me. 
Whose all not equals Edward's moiety ? 
On me^ that halt^ and am mishapen thus ! 
My dukedom to a widow's chastity, 
1 do mistake my person, all this while> 
Upon my life ! she finds, (although I cannot,) 
Myself, to be a marvellous proper man. 
I'll have my chambers lin*d with looking-glass ; 
And entertain a score or two of tailors^ 
To study fashions, to adorn my body. 
Since I am crept in favour with myself, 
I will maintain it, with some little cost; 
But first, I'll turn St. Harry to his grave. 
And then return, lamenting, to my love. 
Shine out, fair sun, till 1 salute my glass, , . 

That I may see my sVvadow , ^a \ v'^^* \t«^^* 
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SCENE II. 



The Presence Chamber, 



Enter Buckingham, hastily ^ meeting Lord 

Stanley. 

Buck. Did you see the duke ? 
Stanley, What duke, my lord } 
Buck, His Grace of Gloster ; did you see him ? 
Stanley. /Sot lately, my lord— I hope no ill news ? 
Buck. The worst that heart e'er bore, or tongue 
can utter, 
Edward, the king, his royal brother, *s dead ! 

Stanley. "lis sad, indeed ! I wish by your impa- 
tience. 
To acquaint him though^ you think it so, to him. 

\Aside, 
Did the king, my lord, make any mention 
Of a protector, for his crown, and children ? 

Buck Hesdid; Duke Richard has the care of 

both, 
Stanley, That sad news you are afraid to tell him 
too. ' [Aside. 

Buck, He'll spare no toils^ I*m sure, to fill his 

place. 
Stanley. Tray, Heav'n^ he*s not too diligent! 

[Aside. 
My lord, is not that the Duchess of York, 
The king's mother coming, I fear, to visit him ? 
Buck.*T\B she — little thinking what has befairnus ! 

Enter Duchess op York. 

JDuch. of York. Good day, my lords ; how takes 
the king his rest ^ ~~ 
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Buckm Alas, madam ! too well! — he sleeps for ever! 

Duch, of York. Dead ! Good Heaven support me ! 

Buck, Madam, 'twas my unhappy lot, to hear 
His last departing groans^ and close his eyes ! 

Duch, of York, Another taken from me too \ why» 
just Heav*n, 
Ami still left the last, in life^ and woe ? 
Firsts I bemoan'd a noble husband's death. 
Yet liv'd, with looking on his images : 
But now, my last support is gone. — ^First, Clarence, 
Now, Edward, is for ever taken from me^ 
And I must now of force, sink down with sorrow ! 

Buck, Your youngest son, the noble Richard, lives. 
His love, I know, will feel his mother's cares. 
And bring new comfort to your latter days. 

Duch.qjfYork. 'Twere new, indeed! for jret of him, 
I've none, 
Unless a churlish disposition may 
Be counted from a child a mother's comfort. 
Where is the queen, my lord ? 

Buck, I left her with her kinsmen, deep in sorrow, 
Who have, with much ado, persuaded her 
To leave the body. — Madam^ they are here. 

Enter Queen, Rivers, and Dorset. 

Queen, Why do you thus oppose my grief ? unless 
To make me rave, and weep, the faster ? ha ! 
My mother too in tears ! fresh sorrow strikes 
My hearty at sight of every friend that lov'd 
My £dw^, living ! Oh, mother, he's dead ! 
Edward^ my lord, thy son, our king, is dead ! 
Oh, that my eyes could weep away my soul ! 
Then I might follow, worthy of his hearse. 

Stanley, Your duty, madam, of a wife, is dead. 
And now, the mother's only, claims your care. 
Think on the prince, your son — ^send for him, straight 
And let his coronation clear your eyes. 
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Bury your griefis in the dead Edward's grave — 
Revive your joys, on living Edward's throne. 

Queen, Alas ! that thought but adds to my afflic- 
tions ! 
New tears for Edward, gone, and fears for Edward, 

living ! 
An helpless child, in his minority. 
Is in the trust of his stern uncle, Gloster— 
A man, that frowns on me, and all of mine. 

Buck, Judge not so hardly, madam, of his love : 
Your sou will find in him a father's care. 

Enter Gloster, behind, 

Glost, Why, ah ! these tears look well — Sorrow's 
the mode. 
And every one at court must wear it now : — 
With all my heart *, I'll not be out of fashion. [Aside. 
Queen* My lord, just Heaven knows, I never hated 
Gloster ! 
But would, on any terms, embrace his friendship. 
^11^^. These words would make him weep — Iknow 
him yours. — 
See, where he comes, in sorrow for our loss. 
Glost. My lords, good morrow — Cousin of Buck- 
ingham, 
I am yours. [ Weeps. 

Buck, Good morning to your grace. 
Glost» Methiiiks 
We meet like men that had forgot to speak. 

Buck, We may remember ; but our argument 
Is now too mournful to admit such talk. 

Glast. It is, indeed ! Peace be with him, that made 
it so! 
Sister, take comfort 3 'tis true, we've all cause 
*ro mourn the dimming of our shining star i 
Sut sorrow never could revive the dead ; 
«And if it could, hope would prevent our tears \ 
^ we must weep, because we weep m v^Xu 
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Madam^ my mother^ I do cry you mercy \ 
My grief was blind—- 1 did not see your grace ^ 
Most humbly, on my knees, I crave your blessing. 
Duch, of York, Thou hast it^ and may thy charit- 
able 
Heart and tongue love one another ! may Heav'n 
Endow thy breast with meekness^ and obedience ! 
Glost. Amen, and make me die a good old man ! 
That's the old but-end of a mother's blessing ;— 
I marvel^ that her grace did leave it out ! lAside, 
Buck, My lords^ I think 'twere fit, that> now. 
Prince Edward 
Forthwith, ftt>m Ludlow^ should be sent for, home. 
In order to his coronation. 

Glost. By all means, my lord : — Come, let's in, to 
counsel. 
And appoint, who shall be the messengers : 
Madam, and you, my sister, please you, go 
To give your sentiments on this occasion. 

Queen. My lord, your wisdom needs no help from 
mej 
My glad consent you have, in all that's just. 
Or for the people's good, though I suffer by't. 
Glost. 'Please you to retire, madam ; we shall pro- 
pose. 
What you'll not think the people's wrongs, nor yours. 
Queen, May Heaven prosper all your good intent! 
^Exeunt all but Gloster end Buckinoham* 
Glost. Amen, with all my heart ! — ^for mine's the 
crown. 
And is not that a good one? — ^ha! pray'd she not 
well, cousin ? 
Buck. I hope she prophesy'd — ^you now stand fair. 
Glost. Now, by St. Paul, I feel it here ! methinks 
The massy weight on't galls my laden brow : 
What think'st thou, cousin, wer't not an easy matter 
To get Lord Stanley's hand, to help it on ? 
Buci. My lord,! doubt tW-, ioi\A&^^^V^ «ake^ 
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He loves the prince too well — She'll scarce be won 
To any thing against him. 

Glost, Poverty, the reward of honest fools, 
O'ertake him for't ! What think'st thou, then, of 
Hastings ? 

Buck. He shall be tried, my lord ; I'll find out 
Catesby, 
Who shall at subtle distance sound his thoughts — 
But we must still suppose the worst may happen : 
What, if we find him cold in our design ? 

Glost, Chop off his head ! — somethmg we'll soon 
determine : 
But haste, and find out Catesby ; 
That done, follow me to the council chamber; 
We'll not be seen together much, nor have 
It known, that we confer in private, therefore 
Away, gooil cousin. 

Buck. 1 am gone, my lord. [£xi/. 

Glost. Thus far we run before the wind ; 
My fortune smiles, and gives me all that I dare ask. 
The conquered lady Anne is bound in vows ; 
Fast as the priest can make us, we are one. 
The kiag, my brother, sleeps without his pillow. 
And I'm left guardian of his infant heir. 
Let me see— , 

The prince will soon be here — ^let him ! the crown ! 
Oh^ yes, he shall have twenty — globes and sceptres 

too! 
New ones made to play withal, but no coronation — 
No, nor any court-Hies about him — no kinsmen. 
Hold ye — where shall he keep his court? — the 

Tower ? 
Ay— the Tower. [E«V. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



HiNCE Edward, GtosTEs, Buckingham 


Lord 


Stanley, Tke«sel, and Attendants 


disco- 


vered. 




Gloil. Now, my royal cousin, welcome 


oLoB- 



Welcome to all those honour'd dignities, 
Which, by your father's will, and by your birth, 
You stand the undoubted heir possessed of! 
And, if my plain simplicity of heart 
May take the liberty to show itself, 
You're farther welcome to your uncle's care 
And love — Wby do you sigh, my lord ? 
That weary way has made you melancholy. 

P. Ed. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way. 
Have made ic tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 

TresseL More uncles ! what means his highness? 

Stanlry. Why, sir, the careful Duke of Gloster, 

Secur'd his kinsmen on the way. — Lord Uivers, Gray. 
Sir Thomas Vaughan, and others of his friends. 
Are prisoners now in Pomfret Castle ; 
On what pretence it boots not, there they are ; 
Let the devil and the duke alone to accuse them. 
Glosl. My lord, the Mayor of London comes to 
greet you. 
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Enter Lord Mayor and Two Aldermen. 

Lord M. Vouchsafe^ most gracious sovereign^ to 
accept 
Tbe general homage of your royal city : 
We farther beg your royal leave^ to speak. 
In deep condolement of your father's loss ; 
And, as far as our true sorrow would permit. 
To 'gratulate your accession to the throne. 

P. Ed. I thank you, good my lord, and thank you 
all. 
Alas ! my youth is yet unfit to govern. 
Therefore, the sword of justice is in abler hands ; 
But be assured of this, so much already 
I perceive I love you, that though J know not yet 
To do you offices of good -, yet this I know, 
111 sooner die, than basely do you wrong. 

Glost* So wise, so young, they say, do ne*er live 
long. lAside, 

P. Ed. My lords, 
I thought my mother, and my brother, York, 
Would, long ere this, have met us on the way : 
Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come. 
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ? 

Glost, Where it shall seem best to your royal self. 
May I advise you, sir, some day, or two, 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower ; 
Then, where you please, and shall be thought most 

fit 
Fbr your best health and recreation. 

Pr. Ed. Why at the Tower ? But, be it as you 
please. 

Buck. My lord, your brother's Grace of York. 

Enter Duke and Duchess of York. 

P. Ed. Richard of York ! how fares our dearest 
brother ? ^Embracing. 
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D. of Ynri. Oh, my dear lord ! So I must call you 
now, 

P. Ed. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is youre! 
Too soon he died, who might have better worn 
That title, which, in me, ivill lose its msgesty. 

G/oii. How fares our cousin, noble Lord of York! 

J>. of York. Thank you kindly, dear uncle— Oh, 

You said thai idle weeds were fast in growth ; 
'l"he king, my brother, has outgrown me, far, 

Gloel. He has, my lord. 

J}, nf York And, therefore, is he idle? 

Glost. Oh, pretty cousin, I must not say so. 

D, of York. Nay, uncle, Idon't believe the saying's 

For, if it were, you'd be ao idle weed. 
Gloit. How so, cousin > 

D. of York. Because, 1 have heard folks say, yn 
grew so fast. 
Your teeth would gnaw a crust at two hours old: 
Now, 'twas two years ere 1 could get a tooth, 
Gloit. Indeed ! 1 find, the brat is taught this les- 
son, \^Aiidt. 
Who told thee this, my pretty, merry cousin? 
D. of York. Why, your nurae, uncle. 
Glosl. My nurse, child ! she was dead 'fore thoo 

wen bom. 
D. of York. If 'twas not she, I can't tell who toW 

Glast. So subtle too ! 'tis pity thou art short liv'd ! 
[Atide. 
P. E'l. My brother, uncle, will be cross in talk. 
Glost. Oh, fear not, my lord ; we shall never qua> 

rel. 
P. Ed. I hope your grace knows how to bear with 

D. of York. You mean to bear me, not to be« 
with me i 
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Unde, my brother mocks both you and me : 

Because that I am little, like an ape, 

He thinks that you should bear me on your shoulders. 

P. Ed. Fie, brother, I have no such meaning ! 

GlosL My lord, wilt please you, pass along ? 
Myself and my good cousin of Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet, and bid you welcome, at the Tower. 

D, of York. What ! will you go to the Tower, my 
dear lord ? 

P. Ed. My LonI Protector will have it so. 

D. of York. I shan't sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glosi. ril warrant you : King Henry lay there. 
And he sleeps in quiet. [^Aside. 

P. Ed. What should you fear, brother ? 

D. of York. My uncle Clarence' ghost, my lord ; 
My grandmother told me he was kill'd there. 
- P. Ed. I (par no uncles dead. 

Glost. Nor any, sir, that live, I hope ? 

P. Ed. I hope so too ; but come, my lords. 
To the Tower, since it must be so. 

{^Exeunt all but Gloster and Buckingham. 

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little, ]irating York 
Was not instructed by his subtle mother, 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Crlost. No doubt — no doubt; oh, 'tis a shrewd 
young master : 
Stubborn, bold, quick, forward, and capable ! 
He is all the mother's, from the top to the toe : 
But let them rest. — ^Now what says Catesby } 

Buck. My lord, 'tis much as I suspected, and 
He's here himself to inform you. 

Enter Catesby. 

Glotf. So, Catesby, hast thou been tampering ? 
What news ? 

Catesby. My lord, according to the instruction 
g\yen me, 

E 
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With words> at distance dropp'dj Jspunded Hastings, 
Piercing how far he did affect your purpose -, 
To which, indeed, I found him cold^ unwilling > 
The sum is this — ^he seem'd awhile to understand me 

not; 
At length, from plainer speaking, urg'd to answer, 
He said, in heat, rather than wrong the head 
To whom the crown was due, he*d lose his own. 

Glost. Indeed ! his own then answer for that say- 
ing: 
He shall be taken care of; meanwhile, Catesby> 
Be thou near me. — Cousin of Buckingham, 
Let's lose no time ; the mayor and citizens 
Are now at busy meeting, in Guild Hall. 
Thither I'd have you haste immediately. 
And at your meetest Vantage of the time. 
Improve those hints I gave you late to speak of : 
But, above all, infer the bastardy 
Of Edward's children. 

Buck. Doubt not, my lord, I'll play the orator^ 
As if myself might wear the golden fee. 
For which I plead. 

Glost. If you thrive well, bring them to see me 
here. 
Where you shall find me seriously employ 'd, 
\\' ith the most learned fathers of the church. 

Buck. I fly, my lord, to serve you. 

Glost. To serve thyself, my cousin ; 
For look, when 1 am king, claim thou of me 
'i he earldom of Hereford, and all those moveables 
^^^ hereof the king, my brother, stood possess'd. 

Buck, I shall remember, that your grace was boun- 
tiful. 

Glost. Cousin, I have said it. 

Biwk. ] am gone, my lord. [£jr//. 

Glost. So, I've secur'd my cousin here. These 
moveables 
Will never let liis brams test, \\\\ I'vxx klag*^ 
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CJatesby, go you with speed to Doctor Shaw, 
And thence, to Friar Beuker — bid them both 
Attend me here, within an hour at farthest : 

lExii Catesby. 
Meanwhile, my private orders shall be given. 
To lock out all admittance to the princes. 
Now,'by St. Paul, the work goes bravely on ! 
How many frightful stops would conscience make 
In some soft heads, to undertake like me ! 
Come^ this conscience is a convenient scarecrow ; 
It guards the fruit, which priests and wise men taste. 
Who never set it up to fright themselves ; 
They know 'tis rags^ and gather in the face on't $ 
While half-starv*d, shallow daws, through fear are 

honest. 
Why were laws made^ but, that we're rogues by na- 
ture } 
Conscience! 'tis our coin^ — we live by parting with 

it 5 
And he thrives best^ that has the most to spare. 
The protesting lover buys hope with it. 
And the deluded virgin, short-lived pleasure; 
Old greybeards cram their avarice with it 5 
Your lank-jaw'd, hungry judge, will dine upon't. 
And hang the guiltless, rather than eat his mutton 

cold: 
The crown'd head quits it for despotic sway 5 
The stubborn people, for unaw'd rebellion. 
There's not a slave, but has his share of villain : 
Why, then, shall after ages think my deeds 
Inhuman^ since my worst are but ambition } 
Ev'n all mankind to some lovM ills incline : 
Great men choose greater sins*— ambition's mine. 

lExii. 
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SCBIIK II. 



A Chamber. 



s 

Lady Anmx duccneredf sktimg im a OmmA. 

LaAfA. When — ^when shall I have rest? Wai iiMur- 
liage made 
To be the scourge of our offences here i 
Oh, no! Hwas meant a blessmg to the virtiiOiis; ' 
It once was so to me, though now my corse. 
The fruit of Edward's love was sweet and pkaiiiig; 
But, oh ! untimely cropp'd by cruel Gloafer: 
I^t me have music, to compose my thoughts. 

It will not be; naught but the grave can dose nif 
eyes. 

But see> 

He comes— the rude disturber of my pillow. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glost. Ha ! still in tears ? let them flow on; they're 

signs 
Of a substantial grief. — Why don't she die ? 
She must ; my interest will not let her live. 
The fair Elizabeth hath caught mine eye ;* 
My heart's vacant^ and she shall fill her place. 
They say, that women have but tender hearts : 
'Tis a mistake, I doubt — I've fouiid them tough; 
They'll bend^ indeed, but he must strain^ that cracks 

them. 
All I can hope 's to throw her into sickness. 
That I may send her a physician's help. 
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So, niadam^ what! you still care^ I see. 
To let the world believe I love you not. 
This outward inourniDg now has malice in't^ 
So have these sullen disobedient tears ; 
I'll have you tell the world I dote upon you. 

Lady A. I wish I could — but 'twill not be believ'd. 
Have i deserv'd this usage ? 

Glost You have— you do not please me, as at first. 

Lady A. What have I done ? What horrid crime 
committed ? 

GloiU To me the worst of crimes ; outlived my 
liking. 

Lady A, If that be criminal, just Heav*n be kind> 
And take me while my penitence is warm ; 
Oh, sir^ forgive and kill me. 

Glo$t. Umph ! no — the meddling world will call 
that murder^ 
And I would have them think me pitiful : 
Now, wert thou not afraid of self destruction, 
Thou hast a fair excuse for't. 

Lady A. How fain would I be friends with death ! 
Oh, name it. 

GloiU Thy husband's hate : nor do I hate thee 
only 
From the dulFd edge of sated appetite, 
But from the eager love I bear another. 
Some call me hypocrite — what think'st thou now ? 
Do I dissemble ? 

Lady A, Thy vows of love to me were all dissem- 
bled. 

Glo&t, Not one — for when I told thee so, I lov'd : 
Thou art the only soul I never yet deceived 5 
And 'tis my honesty that tells thee now. 
With all my heart I hate thee. 
If this have no effect, she is immortal ! [^ Aside. 

Lady A, Forgive me, Heav'n, that I forgave this 
man. 
Oh, may my story, told in after agca, 

E 3 
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Give warning to our easy sex's ears ; 

IVIay it unveil the hearte of men^ and strike 

Them deaf to their dissimulated love ! 

Enter Catesby. 

Glost. Now, Catesby — 

Catesby, My lord, his Grace of Buckingham at- 
tends your highness' pleasure. 
Glost. Wait on him — I'll expect him here. 

\_Exit Catesby. 
Your absence, madam, will be necessary. 

Lad^ A. 'Would my death were so ! [Eat, 

Glost, It may be, shortly. 

[Catesby passes over the back of the Stage* 

Enter Buckingham. 

My cousin, what say the citizens ? 

Buck. Now, by our hopes, my lord, theyjure sense- 
less stones : 
Their hesitating fear has struck them dumb ! 

Glost. Touched you the bastardy of Edward^s chil- 
dren ? 

Buck. I did, with his contract to lady Lucy ; 
Nay, his own bastardy, and tyranny for trifles ; 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace 3 
Your bounty, justice, fair humility ; 
Indeed left nothing that might gild our cause 
Untouch'd, or slightly handled in my talk : 
And when my oration drew towards an end, 
I urg'd of them that lov*d their country's good. 
To do you right, and cry, Long live King Richard ! 

Glost, And did they so ? 

Buck, Not one, by Heav'n— but each like statues 
fix'd, 
Speechless and pale, star*d in his fellow's face : 
Which, when I saw, I reprehended them, 
Aadask'd the Mayor whaiiue^aoXW^k^^Vli'uLl silence? 
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His answer was, the people were not usM 
To be spoken to> but by the recorder : 
Who then took on him to repeat my words ; 
Thus saith the duke^ thus hath the duke inferr'd $ 
But nothing urg*d in warrant from himself. 
When he had done^ some followers of my own. 
At th' lower end of th' hall, hurl'd up their caps, 
And some ten voices cry*d, God save King Richard ! 
At which I took the 'vantage of those few. 
And cry'd, Thanks, gentle citizens^ and friends. 
This general applause, and cheerftil shout. 
Argues your wisdom, and your love to Bichard ; 
And even here broke off, and came away. 

Glost. Oh tongueless blocks ! would they not speak ? 
Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren, come ? 

Buck, The Mayor is here at hand — feign you some 
fear. 
And be not spoken with, but by mighty suit. 
A prayer-book in your hand, my lord, were well. 
Standing between two churchmen of repute } 
For on that ground 1*11 make an holy descant : 
Yet be not easily won to our requests : 
Seem, like the virgin, fearful of your wishes. 

Glost. My other self — my counsel's consistory ! 
My oracle ! my prophet ! my dear cousin ! 
I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Buck. Hark ! the Lord Mayor's at hand — away, my 
lord; 
No doubt, but yet we reach our point propos*d. 

Glost. We cannot fail, my lord, while you are pilot ! 
A little flattery sometimes does well. [Ex/V. 

Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. 

^iicA:. Welcome, my lord: 1 dance attendance here ; 
I am afraid the duke will not be spoke withal. 

Enter Catesby. 
Now^ Cateshy, what says your lord to m^ ies\yxR9\.> 
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Cateshy. My lord, he humbly does entreat your 
grace 
To visit him to-morrow, or the next day : 
He's now retir'd with two right reverend fathers^ 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 
And in no worldly suits would he be mov'd^ 
To interrupt his holy exercise. 

Buck. Return^ good Catesby, to the gracious duke : 
Tell him> myself, the Mayor and Citizens, 
In deep designs, in matters of great moment, 
No less importing than our general good^ 
A re come to have some conferencewith his grace. {Exit, 
Catesby, My lord, 1*11 instantly inform his high- 
ness. 
Buck. Ah, my lord ! this prince is not an Edward : 
He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed. 
But on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans ; 
But with two deep divines in sacred praying : 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on himself the toil of sovereignty. 

Lord M, Happy indeed, my lord. 
He will not, sure, refuse our proflfer'd love ? 

Buck, Alas, my lord! you know him not: his 
mind's 
Above this world — he's for a crown immortal. 
Look there, his door opens ; now where's our hope? 
Lord M. See where his grace stands, 'tween two 

clergymen 
Buck. Ay, ay, 'tis there he's caught — there's his 

ambition. 
LordM, How low he bows, to thank them for their 
care ! 
And, see, a prayer-book in his hand ! 

Buck, 'Would he were king, we'd give him leave 
to pray ! 
Methinks I wish it, for the love he bears the city. 
How have 1 heard him now^Yv^ ^>c«iw^\.\VVskMd 
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The Mayor should lose his title with his office ! 
Well^ who knows ? he may be won. 

Lord M. Ah, my lord ! 

Buck, SeCy he comes forth — my friends, be resolute; 
I know he's cautions to a &ult : but do not 
Leave him> till our honest suit be granted. 

Enter Gloster, tvith a Book. 

Glos. Cousin of Buckingham, 
I do beseech your grace to pardon me. 
Who, earnest in my zealous meditation. 
So long deferr'd the service of my friends. 
Now do I fear I've done some strange offence* 
That looks disgradous in the city's eye. If so, 
'Tis just you should reprove my ignorance. 

Buck. You have, my lord : we wish your grace, 
On our entreaties, would amend your fault. 

Glost, Else wherefore breathe I in a christian land ? 

Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you resign 
The scepter'd' office of your ancestors. 
Fair England's throne, your own due right of birth. 
To the corruption of a blemish'd stock ; 
In this just cause, I come, to move your highness. 
That on your gracious self you'd take the charge 
And kingly government of this your land» 
Not as protector, steward, substitute. 
Or lowly factor for another's gain ; 
But as successively from blood to blood. 
Your own by right of birth, and lineal glory. 

Glost. I cannot tell, if to depart in silence. 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof. 
Fits best with my degree, or your condition ; 
Therefore, to speak in just refusal of your suit. 
And then in speaking not to check my friends. 
Definitively thus I answer you : 
Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert, 
Unmeritable, shuns your fond request; 
For, Heav*n be thank'd, there is no need oi me \ 
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The ro3'al stock has left us royal fruit. 

Which, mellow'd by the stealing hours of time, 

Will well become the seat of majesty. 

And make us (no doubt) happy by his reign. 

On him I lay what you. would lay on me, , 

The right and fortune of his happier stars ; 

A V^hich Heav'n forbid my thoughts should rob him of I 

Lord M, Upon our knees^ my lord, we beg your 
grace 
To wear this precious robe of dignity, 
W hich on a child must sit too loose and heavy $ 
'Tis yours, befitting both your wisdom and your birth. 

Catesbif. My lord, this coldness is unkind. 
Nor suits it with such ardent loyalty. 

BucJc. O, make them happy ! grant their lawfiil 
suit. 

Glost, Alas ! why would you heap this care on me ? 
I am unfit for state and majesty. 
I thank you for your loves, but must declare 
(I do beseech you take it not amiss) 
1 will not, dare not, must not, yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse us, through a soft remorse, 
Loath to depose the child, your brother's son, 
(As well we know your tenderness of heart) j 
Yet know, tho' you deny us to the last. 
Your brother's son shall never reign our king. 
But we will plant some other on tlie throne. 
To the disgrace and downfall of your house : 
And, thus resolv'd, I bid you, sir, farewell. 
My lord^ and gentlemen, I beg your pardon 
For this vain trouble — my intent was goodj 
I would have serv'd my country and my king : 
But 'twill not be — farewell, till next we meet. 

Lord M. Be not too rash, my lord : his grace re- 
lents. 

Buck. Away, you but deceive yourselves. [Exii- 

Catesby. Sweet prince, accept their suit. 

Lord M, If you deny us, all the land will rue it» 
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Glost, Call him again — ^Exit Catesbt.] you will 
enforce me to 
A world of cares — ^I am not made of stone, 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties ; 
Though, Heav*n knows^ against my own inclinine^. 

Enter Buckingham an^f .Catesbt. 

Cousin of Buckingham, and sage^ grave men. 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back. 
To bear her burden, whether I will or no, 
I liiust have patience to endure the load ; 
But^ if black scandal or foul-fac'd reproach 
Attend the sequel of your imposition, 
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me ; 
For Heaven knows, as you may partly see. 
How far I am from the desire of this. 

Ixfrd M, Heaven guard your grace ! we see it, and 
will say it. 

Glost, You will but say the truth, my lord. 

Buck, My heart's so full, it scarce has vent for 
words J 
My knee will better speak my duty now! 
Long live our sovereign, Richard, king of England. 

Gloit. Indeed, your words have touched me nearly, 
cousin ! 
Pray rise — I wish you could recall them. 

Buck. It would be treason, now, my lord; to- 
morrow. 
If it so please your majesty, from council 
Orders shall be given for your coronation. 

Glost. E'en when you please, for you will have it so. 

Bux:k. To-morrow then we will attend your msyesty. 
And now we take our leaves with joy. 

Glost, Cousin, adieu — my loving friends, farewell. 
I must unto my holy work again. 

\EAeunt all hut Richard, 
Why, now my golden dream is out — , 
Ambition^ like an early friend, throws back 
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My curtains with an eager hand, o'eijoy'd 

To tell me what I dreamt is true**A crown I 

Thou bright rewt^rd of ever-daring minds ! 

Oh ! how thy awful glory wraps my scull 

Nor can the means that got thee dim thy lustre! 

For, not men's love, fear pays the adoration. 

And fame not more survives from good Uian evil 

deeds. 
Th* aspiring youthy that fir*d the Epheaian dome, 
Outlives, in fame, the pious fool that rais'd it. 
Conscience, lie still $ more lives will yet he drainM -, 
Crowns got with blood, must be with blood mmjor 

tain'd. [EsU. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



Tfie Tower. 

Queen, Prince Edward, Duke dP York, Du- 
chess OF York, and Lady Anne, discovered, 

P, Ed. Pray, madam, do not leave me yet. 
For I have many more complaints to tell you. 

Queen. And I unable to redress the least : 
What wouldst thou say, my child ? 

P, Ed. Oh, mother, since I have lain i' the Tovrer, 
My rest has still been broke with frightful dreanis, 
Or shocking news \vas waVCOiTOR vcOic^ \,^'ot%\ 
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Vm scarce «]]ow*d a friend to yisit me ; 
All my old honest servants are turn'd off. 
And in their nx)m are strange ill-natur'd fellows. 
Who look so bold as they were all my masters ; 
And I'm afraid they'll shortly take you from me. 

Duck, of York. Oh, mournful hearing ! 

Ladjf A. Ob, unhappy prince ! 

D, ^ York. Dear brother^ why do you weep so ? 
You make me cry too ! 

Queffi. AIbs, poor innocence ! 

jP. Ed, 'Would I but knew at what my uncle aim? ; 
If 'twere my crown, l*d freely give it him, 
So he*d but let me 'joy my life in quiet. 

Z). of York. Why, will my uncle kill us, brother ? 

P, Ed, I hope he won't 5 we never injur'd him. 

Queen. I cannot bear to see them thus. [Weeping. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stanley,, Madam, I hope your majesty will pardon 
What I am griev'd to tell, unwelcome news ! 

Queen. Ah me! more sorrow yet! my lord, we've 
long 
Despaired of happy tidings ; pray, what is't r 

Stanley. On Tuesday last, your noble kinsmen, 
RiverSy 
Grey, and Sir Thomas Vaughan, at Pomfret, 
Were executed on a public scaffold. 

Duck, of York. Oh dismal tidings ! 

P. Ed. Oh poor uncles ! I doubt my turn is next. 

Lady -4."' Nor mine, 1 fear, far off. 

Queen, Why then let's welcome blood and masacre. 
Yield all our throats to the fell tiger's rage. 
And die lamenting one another's wrong ; 
Oh ! I foresaw this ruin of our house. [ Weeps. 

Enter Catesby. 

I 

I Catesby. Madam, the king 

I Has sent me to inform your majesty. 
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That you prepnre (as ia nilvis'd from council) 
To-morrow for your royul coronation. 

Queen. What do I hear ? support me, Heav'n! 

Ladi/ A. Alas i I heard of this before, but could 

For iny soul find heart to tell you of it. 

Cateshy. The liing does farther wish your majestj 
Would leas employ your visits at the Tower ; 
He gives nie leave t' nttenj you to tlie court, 
And is impatient, madam, till he sees you. 

Lady A. Farewell to all! and thou, poor, injurM 

Forgive the unfriendly duty I must pay. 

Q.ueen. Alaa, kind soul, I envy not thy glory; 
Nor think I'm pleas'd thou'rt partner in our sorrow. 

Calesby. Madam. 

Ladtf A. I come. 

Qitesby. Shall I attend 5'our majesty ; 

Lady A. Attend me! whither: to be crown'd^ 
Let me with deadly venom be anointed. 
And die ere man can say. Long live the Queen! 

{Exit with Catesbt. 

Stanley. Take comfort, madam. 

Queen. Alas, where is it to be found } 
Death and destruction follow us so close. 
They shortly must o'ertake us ! 

Stanley, In Brittany, 
My son-in-law, the Earl of Richmond, still 
Resides, who with a jealous eye observt-s 
The lawless actions of aspiring Gloster; 
To him would I advise you, madam, fly 
Forthwith for aid, protection, and redress; 
He will, I'm sure, with open arms receive you. 

Dueh. of York. Delay not, madam. 
For 'tis the only hope that Heav'n has left u^. 

Queen. Do with me what you plense— for noy 
change 
Mast surely belter om voviAvviow. 
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• Stanley* I further would advise you^ madams this 

instant 
To remove the princes to some 
Remote abode> where you yourself are mistress. 
P. Ed. Dear madam, take me hence 3 for I shall 
ne'er 
Enjoy a moment's quiet here. 

!>• of York, Nor 1 3 pray, mother, let me go too. 
Queen. Come then, my pretty young ones, let's 
away> 
For here you lie within the falcon's reach, 
Who watches but th' unguarded hour to seize you. 

Enter Lieutenani;^ with a Warrant. 

Lieut* I beg your majesty will pardon me ; 
But the young princes must, on no account. 
Have egress from the Tower. 
Nor must (without the king's especial license) 
Of what degree soever, any person 
Have admission to them — -all must retire. 

Queen. I am their mother, sir ! who else commands 
them? 
If I pass freely, they shall follow toe. 
For you — I'll take the peril of your fault upon myself. 

Lieut. My inclination, madam, would oblige you ; 
But I am bound by oath, and must obey ; 
Nor, madam, can I now with safety answer 
For this continued visit. 
Please you, my lord, to read these order,«?. 

Queen. Oh ! heav'nly pow'rs, shall 1 not stay with 
them? 

Lieut. Such are the king's commands, madam. 

Queen, My lord ! 

Stanley, *Tis too true — and it were vain to oppose 
them. 

Queen. Support me, Heav*n ! 
For life can never bear the pangs of such a parting. 
Oh ! my poor children I oh, distracting t\io\x^\.\ 

F '2 
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i dare noi bid them (as I should) furewell ; 
And then to part in silence stabs my scml ! 

P. Ed, What, must you leave us, mother? 

Queen, What shall I say ? {Aside, 

But for a time^ my loves— ^we shall meet agaia. 
At least in heaven. 

D, of York. Won't you take me with you> mother > 
I shall be so 'fraid to stay when you are gone. 

Queen, I cannot speak to them^ and yet we must 
Be parted — then let these kisses say ^Bmewell. 
Why ! oh^ why ! just Ueav'n, must these be onr last } 

Duch. of York. Give not your grief such way— be 
sudden when you part. 

Queen. 1 will — since it tuustbe — to Heav'n I leave 
them: 
Hear me> ye guardian powers of innocence! 
Awake or sleeping — Oh ! protect them still ! 
Still may their helpless youth attract men's pity> 
That when the arm of cruelty is rais*d. 
Their looks may drop the lifted da^er down 
From the stern murderer s relenting hand^ 
And throw him on his knees in penitence ! 

Both Princes. Oh, mother, mother I 

Queen. Oh ! my poor children ! 

[Exeunt severtMff- 



SCENE II. 

The Presence Chamber. 

Gloster, seated; Buckingham, Catesby, Rat- 
cliff, LOVEL, &c. 

Glost, Stand all apart — Cousin of Buckingham-^ 
Buck. My gracious sovereign ! 
Glast, Give me thy \iand-. 
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At length, by thy advice and thy assistance^ 
Is Gloster seated on the English throne; 
But say, my cousin-— 

What^ shall we wear these glories for a day ? 
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them } 

Buck, I hope for ages, sir — long may they grace 
you! 

Ghst, Oh ! Buckingham ! now do I play the touch- 
^ stone> 
To try if thou be current friend indeed : 
Young Edward lives, so does his brother YoiHk. 
Now think what I would speak. 

Buck. Say on, my gracious lord. 

Glostm I tell thee, coz^ I've lately had two spiders 
Crawling upon my startled hopes—- 
Now, tho' ihy friendly hand has brush'd them from 

me. 
Yet still they crawl offensive to my eyes ; 
1 would have some kind friend to tread upon 'em. 
I would be king, my cousin. 

Buck, Why, so I think you are, my royal lord. 

Glost, Ha! am I king? 'tis so — but— Edward 
lives. 

Buck, Most true, my lord. 

Glost. Cousin, thou wert not wont to be so dull. 
Shall I be plain — I wish the bastards dead ! 
And I would have it suddenly performed ! 
Now^ cousin, canst understand me? 

Buck. None dare dispute your highness* pleasure. 

Glost. Indeed ! methinks thy kindness freezes, 
cousin. 
Thou dost refuse me then ? — ^they shall not die. 

Buck. My lord, since 'tis an action cannot be 
Hecaird, aUow me but some pause to think ; 
I'll instantly resolve your highness. [Exit, 

Glost. I'll henceforth deal with shorter sighted 
fools. 
^one are for me, that look into my deed^ 
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With thinking eyes- 
High reaching Buckingham grows circumspect ; 
The best on't is^ it may be done without him, 
Tho* not so welly perhaps — had he consented, i 
Why, then the murder had been his, not mine. 
We'll make a shift as 'tis — Come hither, Catesby : 
Where*s that same Tirrel, whom thou told'st me of? 
Hast thod given him those sums of gold I order'd? 

Catesby, I have, my liege. 

Glost, Give him this ring, and say, myself 
Will bring him farther orders instantly. 

[£xiV Catesby. 
The deep revolving Duke of Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my councils : 
Has he so long held out with me untir'd, 
iVnd stops he now for breath ? Well, be it so. 

Enter Lord StANLBY. 

How now, Lord Stanley, what*s the news ? 

Stanley. I hear, my liege, the Lord Marquis of 
Dorset 
Is fled to Richmond, now in Brittany. 
Ghst, Why, let him go« my lord : he may be 
spar'cL 
Hark thee, Ratdiff, when saw'st thou Anne, my 

queen ? 
Is she still weak ? has my physician seen her ? 
Ratcljffi He has, my lord, and fears her mightily. 
Glosi* But he*s exceeding skilful; she'll mend 

shortly. 
Ratcljffi, I hope she will, my lord. 
Giost. And if she does, I have mistook my man ! 
I must be married to my brother's daughter, 
At whom I know the Briton, Richmond, aims ; 
And by that knot, looks proudly on the crown. 
But then to stain me with her brother's blood; 
Js that the way to woo \]lcke svbV&i «i\onO. 



SCENSIl.] KIHG RICHARD III. 55 

No matter what's the way— for while the j live. 

My goodly kingdom's on a weak foundation. 

'Tis done, my daring heart's resolv'd — ^they're dead! 

Enter Buckikgham. 

Suck. My lord, I have consider'd in my mind^ 
The late request, that you did sound me in. 

Glost. Well, let that rest— Dorset is fled to Rich- 
mond* 

Buck> I have heard the news, my lord. 

Giott. Stanley, he*s your near kinsman — well, look 
to him. 

Buck. My lord, I claim that gift, my due by pro- 
mise. 
For which your honour and your faith's engag'd ; 
The earldom of Hereford, and those moveables, 
Which you have promised I shall possess. 

Glost, Stanley, look to your wife ; if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buck* What says your highness to my just re- 
quest? 

Glost. I do remember me, Harry the Sixth, 
When Richmond was a little, peevish boy, 
Did prqphesy, that Richmond should be king. 
^Tis odd— -a king, perhaps— 

Enter Catesby. 

Cttiesiy.. My lord, I have obey'd your highness' 

orders. 
Buck. May it please you to resolve me in my 

suit? 
Glost. Lead Tirrel to my closet -, 1*11 meet him. 
Buck. 1 beg your highness* ear, my lord. 
Glost. Fro busy — thou troublest me— Fm not i' th* 

vein. t-EjtV, 
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Buck. Oh, patience. Heaven! U't thas he pays mj 
service ? 
Was it for this I rais'd him to the throne ? 
Oh ! if the peaceful dead have any sense 
Of the vile injuries they bore while living. 
Then sure the joyful souls of blood-suck*d Edward, 
Henry, Clarence, Hastings, and all that through 
His foul c6rrupted dealings have miscarried, 
Will, from the walls of heav*n, in smiles look domrn^ 
To see this tyrant tumbling from his throne. 
His fall unmourn'dy and bloody as their own ! 



SCENK in. 



^n Apartment in the Totoer, 

Enter Tirrel^ Dighton, and Forest. 

TirreL Come^ gentlemen, 
Have you concluded on the means r 

Forest, Smothering will make no noise, sir. 

TirreL Let it be done i' th' dark — for should yoo 
see 
Their young faces, who knows how far their looks 
Of innocence may tempt you into pity ? 
Stand back— Lieutenant^ have you brought the keys ? 

Enter Lieutenaft. 

Lieut, I have them^ sir. 

TirreL Then here's your warrant to deliver them. 

[Giving a Ring. 
Lieut, What can this mean ? nhy at this dead o( 
night 
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To ffive them toot 'tis Bd for me to inquire. [£«iV. 
Tirrel. Gentlemen, there lies your way. 

[Exeunt severally. 



SCENE IV. 



The Presence Chamber, 



Enter Glostea. 

Glost. •Would it were done! 
There is a busy something here, 
That foolish custom has made terrible. 
To the intent of etil deeds*, and nature too, 
As if she knew me womanish and weak. 
Tugs at my heart-strings with complaining cries. 
To talk me from my purpose— 
And then the thought of what men*s tongues will 

say. 
Of what their hearts must think ; 
To have no creature love me living, nor 
My memory when dead. 
Shall future ages, when these children's tale 
Is told, drop tears of pity on their hapless fate. 
And read with detestation the misdeeds of Gloster, 
The crook-back'd tyrant, cruel, barbarous. 
And bloody ? will they not say too. 
That to possess the crown, nor laws divine 
Nor human stopt my way ? — Why, let them say it ; 
They can't but say I had the crown ; 
I was not fool as well as villain. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Now, my Tirrel, how are the brats dispos'd ? 
Say, am I hi^py \ hast thou dealt upon them ? 
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Tirrel. If to have done tlie thing you gave in 
charge 
Beget your happiness^ then, sir, be happy, for it if 
done. 

GlosL But didst thou see them dead ) 

Tirrel, I did^ my lord. 

Glost. And bury'd^ my good Tirrel ? 

Tirrel, In that> I thought to ask your grace's plea- 
sure. 

Gkst, I have it — ^1*11 have them sure — get me a 
coffin 
Full of holes — ^let them be both cramm'd into it ; 
And hark thee^ in the night tide, throw them down 
The Thames — once in^ they'll find their way to the 

bottom ; 
Meantime, but think, how I may do thee g^ood, 
And be inheritor of thy desire, 

Tirrel, I humbly thank your highness. 

Glost, About it, straight, good Tirrel. 

Tirrel, Conclude it done, my lord. [Exit, 

Glust, Why, then my loudest fears are hush'd -, 
The sons of Edward have eternal rest, 
And Anne, my wife, has bid this world good night; 
While fair Elizabeth, my beauteous niece. 
Like a new morn, lights onward to my wishes. 

Enter Catesby. 
Catesbt/. My lord- 



Glost, Good news, or bad« that thou com*st in so 

blantly? 
Cateshij. Bad news, my lordj Morton is fled to 
Richmond, 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welshmen, 
Is in the field, and still his power increases. 
Glost, Morton with Richmond touches me more 
near 
Than Buckingham^ and Vu& ta&\v.\^N^'^xk>axQ]becs. 
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But come^ dangers retreat^ when boldly they're con- 

fronted* 
And dull delays lead impotence and fear ; 
Then fiery expedition raise my arm^ 
And fatal may it fall on crush'd rebellion ! 
Liet's muster men — my counsel is my shield^ 
We must be brief, when traitors brave the field. [EmL 



SCENE V. 



A Court in the Toxver. 



Enter Queek and Duchess of York. 

Queen. Oh, my poor children ! — Oh, my tender 
babes ! 
My unblown fiowers, pluck'd by untimely hands ! 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me, with your .airy wings, 
And hear your mother*s lamentation ! 
Why slept their guardian angels, when this deed was 
done ? 
Duch. of York. So many miseries have drained my 
eyes, 
That my woe-weary'd tongue is still and mute^; — 
Why should calsuiiity be full of words ? 

Queen, Let's give them scope; for though they 
can't remove. 
Yet do they ease, affliction. 
, Dneh. of York. Why, then, let us be loud in ex- 
clamations. 
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To lUchard^ haste, and fnerce him witih onr cries: 

[ Trumpet sounds a March. 

Hark> his trumpet sounds !-— tius way he mast pass. 

Qi/een. Alas, IVe not the daring to confront him! 

Duch. of York, I have a mother's ri^t — 1*11 fbcce 

him to hear me. 

Enter Glostbr and CkTEBBY txdlh Forces. 

Trumpet sounds a March. 

Glost, Who interrupts me, in my expedition ? 
Duch. of York. Dost thou not know me ? Art thou 

not ray son ? 
Ghst. I cry your mercy, madam — ^is it you ? 
Duch, of York, Art thou my son ? 
Glost. Ay, I thank Heaven, my father, and your- 
self. 
Duch, of York. Then I command thee, hear me. 
Ghst. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duch, of York, Stay, 1*11 be mild, and gentle, in my 

words. 
Glost. And brief, good mother, for I am in liaste. 
Duch. of York, Why, I have staid for thee, (jart 
Heav'n knows) 
In torment, and in agony. 

Glo^, And came not I at last, to comfort tou ? 
Duch, of York. No, on my soul ! too ivell thou 
know'st it, 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me. 
Techy, and wayward, was thy infancy ; 
I1iy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and stubborn; 
Thy age confirmed, most subtle, proud, and bloody! 

Glost. If I am so disgracious in thy eye. 
Let me march on, and not offend thee, madam. 
Duch, of York, Yet stay, I charge thee, hear me. 
Queen, If not, hear me; for I have wrongs will 
speak 
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WUhoat a tongiie*^ — MeUiiiiks^ the veiy tiglit 
Of me should turn thee into stone ! 
Where ave my children, Gloster ? 

Duch. of York. Where is thy brother, Clarence ? 

Qnteiu Where Hasdogs i 

Duck, cf York. Rivers f 

QMieen. Vaughan } 

Duck, of York, Grey ? 

Glost. A flourish, tnimpeCs ; strike alarum, drums ; 
Lei not the Heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed ! — Strike, I say ! 

[Alarm of Drums and Tmmptts. 
Either be patientf and entreat me fair^ 
Or, with the clamorous report of war. 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duck qf YorL Then hear me, Heav'n! and Hear'n, 
at his latest hour. 
Be deaf to him, as he is now to me ! 
Ere from this war he turn a conqueror. 
Ye Powers, cut off his dangerous thread of life. 
Lest his black sins rise higher in account 
Than hell has pains to punish ! 
Misdiance, and sorrow, wait thee to the field ! 
Heart's discontent, languid, and lean despair, 
With all the hell of guUt, pursue thy steps, for ever ! 

lExit. 

Qfteeu, Though far more cause, yet much less 
power to curse 
Abides in roe ; I say amen to her. 

Glott, Stay, madam, I would beg some words with 
you. 

Queen. What canst thou ask, that I have now to 
grant? — 
Is*t another son ? Gloster, I have none. 

Glost. You have a beauteous daughter, ciill'd Eli- 
zabeth — 

Queen. JVIust she die too ? 
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Glott. For whose fair sake^ 1*11 brin^ more good to 
you, 
Than ever you, or yours, had from me, harm : 
So, in the Lethe of thy angry soul, 
Thou'lt drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs. 
Which thou supposest me the cruel cause of. 

Queen. Be briefs lest, that the process of tby kind- 
ness^ 
Last longer telling, than thy kindness* date. 

Glost. Know> then^ that^ from my soul, I love the 
fair 
. Elizabeth, and will, with your permission, 
Seat her on the throne of England. 

Queen, Alas, vain man ! how canst thou woo her? 

GlosL That I would learn of you, 
, As one^ being best acquainted with her humour. 

Queen. If thou wilt learn of me, then woo her 
thus : 
Send to her, by the man who kill'd her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrav'd, 
Edward, and York — then, haply, will she weep : 
On this, present her with an handkerchief, 
Stain'd with their blood, to wipe her woful eyes : 
If this inducement move her not to love. 
Read o'er the history of thy noble "deeds ;— 
Tell her, thy policy took off her uncles, 
Clarence, Rivers, Grey ; nay, and, for her sake, 
Made quick conveyance with her dear aunt, Anne. 

Glost. You mock me, madam ; this is not the way 
To win your daughter. 

Queen. What shall I say } — Still to affront his love, 
I fear, will but incense him to revenge ; 
And, to consent, I should abhor myself: — 
Yet I may seemingly comply, and thus. 
By sending Richmond word of his intent. 
Shall gain some time, to let my child escape him. 
It shall be so. [Aside- 
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I have consider'd^ sir^ of your important wishes. 
And, could 1 but believe you real 

Glost. Now^ by the sacred host of saints above-— 

Queen, Oh, do not swear, my lord -, I ask no oath, 
Uolefis my daughter like you more than I. 

Glost. Oh, my kind mother ! (I must call you so) 
Be thou to her my love's soft orator ; 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 
Not my deserts, but what I will deserve. 
And when this warlike arm shuU have chastis'd 
The audacious rebel, hot-brain*d Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands, will I come^ 
And lead your daughter to a conqueror*8 bed. 

Queen, My lord^ farewell — in some few days^ ex- 
pect 
To hear how fair a progress I have made : 
Till when, be happy, as you're penitent. 

Ghst. My heart goes with you to my love. — Fare- 
well ! [Exit Queen. 
Relenting, shallow-thoughted woman ! 

Enter Ratcliff. 

How now? — ^the news? 

Ratcliff. Most gracious sovereign, on the western 
coasts 
Rides a most powerful navy, and our fears 
Inform us, Richmond is their admiraL 
There do they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them ashore. [Exit, 

Gloit, We must prevent him, then — Come hither, 
Catesby. 

Catesby. My lord, your pleasure ? 

Glost. Post to the Duke of Norfolk, instantly,— 
]Bid him straight levy all the strength and power 
That he can make, and meet me, suddenly, 
At Salisbury.— Commend me to his grace — away I 

6 2 
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Enter Lord Stanley. 

WeU» my lord^ what news have you gather'd ? 
Sianley. Richmond is on the seas^ my lord. 
Glost, There let him sink, and be the season him, 
White«-liver*d renegade !-— what does he there ? 
Stanley, I know not^ mighty sovereign^ but by 

guess. 
Glost. Well, as you guess > 
Stanley. Stirr'd up by Dorset^, Bockingham, and 
Morton, 
He makes for England here, to claim the crown. 

Glost. Trmtor ! the crown ^ 
Where is thy power then^ to beat him back ? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
The foe upon the coast, and thou no friends to meet 

them I 
Or, hast thou march'd them to the western shore. 
To give the rebels conduct from their ships? 

Stanley, My lord, my friends are ready all i' th' 

North. 
Glost. The North! why, what do they i th' North, 
When they should serve their sovereign in the West? 
Stanley. They, yet, have had no orders^ sir, to 
move: 
If *tis your royal pleasure they should march> 
ril lead them on, with utmost haste to join you, 
Where, and what time, your majesty shall please. 
Glost. What I wouldst begone to join with Rich> 

mond? 
Stanley. Sir, you have no cause to doubt my kiy- 
altyj 
I ne'er yet was, nor ever will be, false. 

Glost. Away then to thy friends, and lead them on 
To meet me — hold— -come baek-*I will not trust 

thee. — 
I've thought a way to make thee sure — ^your son, 
George Stanley, sir, I'll have him left behind ; 
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And look, your heart be firm, 

Or else, his head's assurance is but fralL 

Stanley, As I prove tru^, my lord, so deal with 
him. {Exit. 

Enter Ratciiff. 

KatcHff. My lord, the army of great Buckingham, 
By sudden floods, and fall of waters, 
[s half lost, and scatter'd : 
And he himself wan^er'd iaway, alone. 
No man knows whither. 

Glost. Has any careful oflScer proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the.trsdtor in } 

Raicliffl Such proclamation has been made, my 
lord. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cateshy. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is 

taken. 
Glost. OflF with his head !-^so much for Bucking- 
ham. 
Catesby. My lord, I am sorry I must tell more 

news. 
Glost. Out with it ! 

Ca/e^^y. The Earl of Richmond, with a mighty 
power, 
Is landed, sir, at Milford ; 
And, to confirm the news. Lord Marquis Dorset, 
And Sir Thomas Lovell, are up in Yorkshire. 
Glost. Why, ay, this looks rebellion — Ho! my 
horse \ 
By Heav*n, the news alarms my stirring soul ! 
Come forth, my honest sword, which, here, I vow. 
By my soul's hope, shall ne'er again be sheathM ! — 
Ne'er shall these watching eyes have needful rest 
Till death has clos'd 'em in a glorious grave. 
Or fortune given me measure of revenge. [Exit, 

g3 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



The Country. 



Enter Richmond, Sir W. Brandon, Sir R. 
Brackenburt, Oxford, Blunt, and Others, 

Kkh, Thus far, into the bowels of the land. 
Have we march'd on, without impediment. 
Gloster, the bloody, and devouring boar. 
Whose ravenous appetite has spou d your fields. 
Laid this rich country waste, and rudely cropp'd 
Its ripen*d hope of fair posterity. 
Is now even in the centre of the isle. 
As weVe inform'd^ near to the town of Leicester : 
From Tamworth, thither, is but one day*s inarch ; 
And here, receive we, from our &ther, Stanley, 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
Such as will help to animate our cause } 
On which, let's cheerly on, courageous friends^ 
To reap the harvest of a lasting peace. 
Or fame, more lasting, from a well-fougfat war. 

Sir W. Brand. Your words have fire, my lord, and 
warm our men. 
Who look'd, methought, but cold, before— disheart- 

en*d 
With the unequal numbers of the foe. 

Rich. Why, double them, still our cause would 
conquer the m. 
Thrice is he arm'd; that has his quarrel just ; 
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And he, but iiaked> though lock'd up in steely ' 
Whose consdcnoe with injustice is corrupted ; 
The very weight of Gloster^s guilt shall crush him. 
Sir R. Brack. His best friends^ no doubt, will soon 

be ours. ^ 

Sir W. Br&nd. He has no friends, but what are 

such through fear. 
Bich. And we^ no ioei^, but what are such to 
Heav'n. 
Then, doubt not, Heav'n's for us— let's on, ray 

friends ; 
True hope ne'er tires, butmounts with eagles' wings; 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

[Exeunt, 



8GBNB II. 



BoHvorth Fields 



Enter Glostbr, Norfolk, Ratcliff, Sfc. 

Glost, Here pitch our tent, even in Bosworth 
Field: 
My good Lord of Norfolk, the cheerful speed 
Of your supply has merited my thanks. 

Nor. I am rewarded, sir, in having power 
To serve your mijesty. 

Crlasi. You have our thanks, my lord : up with my 
tedtl 
Here I will lie to-night — but where to-morrow ? 
Well, no matter where — has any careful friend 
DiscoVer'd yet the number of the rebels ? 

Nor. My lord, as I from spies am well informed. 
Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 
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Glost. Why^ our battalions treble that account; 
Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength^ 
AVhich they, upon the adverse faction, want. 

Nor. Their wants are greater yet, my lord — ^tho^ 
e'en 
Of motion^ life, and spirit. — Did you but know 
How wretchedly their men disgrace the field— 
Oh, such a tatter'd host of mounted scarecrows ! 
So poor, so famish'd ! their executors, ' 

The greedy crows, fly, hovering o'er their heads, 
Impatient for their lean inheritance. 

Glost Now^ by St. Paul, we'll send them dinners 
and apparel ! 
Nay, give their fasting horses provender. 
And after, fight them. — How long must we stay. 
My lords, before these desperate fools will give 
Us time to lay their faces upwards ? 

Nor, Unless their famine saves our swords that 
labour, 
To-morrow's sun will light them to their ruin; 
So soon, I hear, they mean to give us battle. 

Glost. The sooner, still the better — Come, my 
lords. 
Now let's survey the 'vantage of the ground-^*' 
Call me some men of sound direction. 

Nor. My gracious lord 

Ghst. What say'st thou, Norfolk ? 

Nur. Might I advise your majesty, you yet 
Shall save the blood that may be shed to-morrow. 

Glost. How so, ray lord ? 

Nor. The poor condition of the rebels tells me, 
That, on a pardon oflFer'd to the lives 
Of those, who instantly shall quit their arms, 
YoungRichmond, ere to-morrow's dawn, were friend*? 
less 

Glost. Why, that, indeed, was our sixth Harry's 
way. 
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Which made his reign one scene of rude commotion. 
1*11 be, in men*s despite, a monarch) no, 
liet kings that fear, foigive — Blows and revenge for 
me, [Exeunt. 



SCKNB III. 



A Wood. 



Enter Richmond, Oxfohd, Blunt, 5fc. 

Rich. The weary sun has made a golden set| 
And by yon ruddy brightness of the clouds. 
Gives tokens of a goodly day to-morrow. 
Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my st^dard. 
Here have I drawn the model of our battle, 
Whidi parts, in just proportion, our small power : 
Here may each leader know his several charge. 
My Lord of Oxford, you, Sir Walter Herbert, 
\nd you. Sir William Brandon, stay with me : 
The Earl of Pembroke keeps his r^ment. 

Enter Officer. 

Q^ Sir, a gentleman, that calls himself Stanley, 
Desires admittance to the Earl of Richmond. 

Rich, Now, by our hopes, ray noble father-in-law ! 
Admit him— my good friends, your leave awhile. 

Enter Lord Stanley, 

My honoured father ! on my soul. 
The joy of seeing you this night, is more 
Than my most knowing hopes presag'd — what news? 
Stanley. I, by commission, bless thee from thy mo- 
• ther. 
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Who prays continually for Richmond's good : 
The queen, too, has, withtears of joy, consented 
Thou shouldst espouse Elizabeth, her daughter, 
At whom the tyrant, Richard, closely aims. 
In brief (for now, the shortest moment of 
My stay is bought with hazard of my life) 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 
(For so the season of affairs requires) 
And this be sure of, I, upon the first 
Occasion ofFer'd, will deceive some eyes. 
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms^ 
In which I had more forward been, ere this. 
But that the life of thy young brother, Greorge, 
(Whom, for my pawn of faith, stern Richard keeps) 
Would then be forfeit to his wild revenge. 
Farewell 1 the rude enforcement of the time 
Denies me to renew those vows of love. 
Which so long- sun der'd friends should dweU npon. 
Rich, We may meet again, my lord - 
Stanley. Till then, once more, farewell ! be reso- 
lute, and conquer. \EsU, 
Rich, Give him safe conduct to his regiment.—- 
Well, sirs, to-morrow proves a busy day 5 
But come, the night's far spent — ^let'sin, to coimcil— 
Captain, an hour before the sun gets up. 
Let me be wak'd ; I will, in person, walk 
From tent to tent, and early cheer the soldiers. 

{_Esettni, 
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SCENE IV. 



Bosworth Field. 



Enter Gloster, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and 

Catesby. 

Glost, Catesby ! 

Cateiby, Here, my lord. 

Ghst. Send out a pursuivant at arms 
To Stanley's regiment — bid him, 'fore sun-rise. 
Meet me with his power, or young George's head 
Shall pay the forfeit of his cold delay. 
What, is my beaver easier than it was. 
And all my armour laid into my tent ? 

Catesby. It is, my liege, all in readiness. 

Giost. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ! 
Use careful watch— choose trusty centinels. 

Nor, Doubt not, my lord. 

Glost. Be stirring with the lark, good Norfolk ! 

Nor, I shall, my lord. [J5Jx/V. 

Glost. Saddle White Surry for the field, to-mor- 
row. 
Is ink and paper ready ? 

Catesdt/. It is, my lord. 

Glost. An hour after midnight, come to my tent. 
And help to arm me.— A good night, my friends. 

[Exit. 

Catesby. Methinks, the king has not that pleas'd 
alacrity. 
Nor cheer of mind, that he was wont to have. 

Ratcliff'. The mere effect of business : 
Youll find him, sir, another mvCti, i th' field ; 
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When you shall see him with his bearcfr up. 
Heady to mount his neighing steed, with whom 
He smiling seems to have, some wanton talk. 
Clapping his pamper*d sidies to hold him still ; 
Then, with a motion swift and light as air. 
Like fiery Mars, he vaults him to the saddle ; 
Looks terror to the foe^ and courage to his soldiers. 
Catesby. Good night to Richmond^ then ; for, as I 
hear, 
His numbers are so few, and those so sick. 
And famish'd in their march, if he dares fight us— 
He jumps into the sea to cool his fever. 
But, come, 'tis late — Now let us to our tents ; 
We've few hours good, before the trumpet wakes us. 

{ExtunU 



SCEKE V. 



Gloster's TcHt, in another Part of the Field. 

Enter Gloster, j^ow hh Tent. 

Glost. 'Tis now the dead of night, and half the 

world 
Is in a lonely solemn darkness hung; 
Yet I, (so coy a dame is sleep to me) 
With all the weary courtship of 
My care tir*d thoughts, can't win her to my bed; 
Though ev*n the stars do wink, as 'twere with oiror- 

watchin^ : 
I'll forth, and walk a while— the air's refreshing, 
And the ripe harvest of the new-mown hay 
Gives it a sweet and wholesome odour. 
How awful is this gloom ! — and hark ! from camp to 

eandp, 



I 
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The hum of either army stilly sounds. 

That the fix*d centinels almost receive 

The secret whispers of each other's watch ; 

Steed threatens steed^ in high and boastful neighings. 

Piercing the night's dull ear — Hark ! from the tents 

The armourers accomplishing the knights. 

With clink of hammer, closing rivets up. 

Give dreadful note of preparation ; while some. 

Like sacrifices, by their fires of watch^ 

With patience sit, and inly ruminate 

The morning s danger — By yon heav'n, my stern 

Impatience chides this tardy-gaited night. 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch , does limp 

So tediously away — 1*11 to my couch. 

And once more try to sleep her into morning. 

[^Lies down ; a Groan is heard. 
Ha ! what means that dismal voice I sure 'tis 
The echo of some yawning grave. 
That teems with an untimely ghost — *tis gone ! 
'Twas but my fancy, or perhaps the wind, 
Forcing his entrance through some hollow cavern. 
No matter what^l feel my eyes grow heavy. [Sleeps, 

King Henry's Ghost rises, 

K, Hen, Oh ! thou, whose unrelenting thoughts, 
not all 
The hideous terrors of thy guilt can shake. 
Whose conscience with thy body ever sleeps. 
Sleep on ; while I, by Heav'n's high ordinance. 
In dreams of horror wake thy frightful soul : 
Now give thy thoughts to me ; let them behold 
These gaping wounds, which thy death-dealing hand. 
Within the Tower, gave my anointed body : 
Now shall thy own devouring conscience gnaw 
Thy heart, snd terribly revenge my murder. 

Lady Anne's Ghost rises. 

Lady A, Think on the wrongs of wretched Anne, 
thy wife ! 

H 
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E*en in the battle's hent remember me. 

And edgeless fall thy sword ! — despair^ and die! 

T^e Ghosts o/* Prince Edward and the Duke op 

York rise, 

P, Ed, Richanly dream on, and see the wand*ring 
spirits 
Of thy young nephews, murder'd in the Tower. 
Could not our youths our innocence, persuade 
Thy cruel heart to spare our harmless lives ? 
Who, but for thee, alas ! might have ei\joy'd 
Our many promis*d years of happiness. 
No soul, save thine, but pities our misusag^e ; 
Oh, *twas a cruel deed ! therefore, alone, 
Unpitying, unpitied shalt thou fall. 

K, Henm The morning's dawn has sumraon'd me 
away 5 
Now, Richard, wake, in all the hells of ^ilt ! 
And let that wild despair, which now does prey 
Upon thy mangled thoughts, alarm the world. 
Awake, Richard, awake ! to guilty minds 
A terrible example ! {_AU the Ghosts sink. 

Glnst. Give me a horse ! — bind up my wounds! 
Have mercy^ Heaven I— Ha ! soft ! twas but a 

dream ; 
But then so terrible, it shakes my soul ! 
Cold drops of sweat hang on my trembling flesh ; 
My blood grows chilly, and I freeze with horror ! 
Oh, tyrant conscience ! how dost thou afflict me ! 
When I look back, 'tis terrible retreating; 
I cannot bear the thought, nor dare repent: 
] am but man $ and, fate, do thou dispose me ! 
Who's there ? 

Enter Catesby. 

Catehhy, 'Tis I, my lord 5 the early village cock 
Has thrice done salutation to the morn. 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 
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Glo$t. Oh, Cate8by» I have had such horrid dreams! 
. Catehby, Shadows> my lord !-*below the soldier's 

heeding. 
: Glost. Now, by my this day's hopes, shadows, to^ 

night. 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richan], 
Than can the substance of tea thousand soldiers, 
ArmM all in proof, and led by shallow Richmond ! 

Cateshy, Be more yourself, my lord ; consider. 
Were it but known a dream had frighted you. 
How would } our animated foes presume on*t ! 

Glost, Perish that thought! — no, never be it said 
That fate itself could awe the soul of Richard ! 
Hence, babbling dreams ! you threaten here in vain 3 
Conscience, avaunt! Richard's himself again ! 
Hark ! the shrill trumpet sounds to horse ! away ! 
My soul's in arms, and eager for the fray ! [ExeunL 



SCENE VI. 



A Wood. 



Enter Richmond, Oxford, Sir W. Brandon, 
Sir R. Brackenbury, Blunt, Soldiers, SfC. 

Rich. Halt ! 

Sold. Halt !— halt ! 

Rich. How far into the morning is it, friends ? 

Sir R. Brack. Near four, my lord. 

Rich. Tis well— 
I am glad to find we arc such early stirrers. 

Sir IV. Brand. Methinks the foe's less forward 
than we thought them ; 
Worn as we are, we brave the field before them. 

H 2 
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Rich. Come, there looks life in such a cheerful 

haste. 
If dreams should animate a soul resolved, 
Vtn more than pleasM with those Tve had to-night: 
Methought that all the ghosts of them, whose bodies 
Richard murder*d, came mourning to my tent, 
And rous*d me to revenge them. 

Sir W, Brand, A js^ood omen, sir.— [ Trumpets tound 

a distant March. 2 Hark ! the trumpet of 
The enemy! it speaks them on the march. 

Rich. Why, then, let's on, my friends, to foce 

them. 
In peace, there's nothing so becomes a man 
As mild behaviour and humility : 
But, when the blast of war blows in our ears. 
Let us be tigers in our fierce deportment : 
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this body on the earth's cold face ; 
But, if we thrive, the glory of the action 
The meanest here shall share his part of. 
Advance your standards, draw your willing swords j 
Sound drums, and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully. 
The word 's St. George, Richmond, and victory. 

l^ExeurU* 

Enter Gloster, Catesby, ^c. 

Glost. Who saw the sun to- day ? 

Catesby. He has not yet broke forth, my lord. 

Glost, Then he disdains to shine — for, by the 
clock, 
He should. have brav\l the cast an hour ago. 
Not shine to-day ! why, what is that to me. 
More than to Richmond ? for the self-same heav*n 
That frowns on me, looks lowVing upon him. 

Enter Norfolk, v:iih a Paper* 
Nor, Prepare, my lord ; the foe is in the field. 
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Giost. Come, bustle^ bustle! caparison my horse; 
Call forth Lord Stanley, bid him bring his- power ; 
Myself will lead the soldiers to the plain. 

[Ejcil Catesby. 
Well, Norfolk, what think'st thou now ? 

Nifr, That we shall conquer — but on my tent, 
This morning early, was this paper found. 

Glost. [Reads.] Jacket/ of Norfolk, be not too bold. 
For Dickon, thy mastery is bought and sold. 
A weak invention of the enemy I 
Come, gentlemen, now each man to his charge. 
And, iere we do bestride our foaming steeds. 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; 
A scum of Britons, rascals, runaways ! 
Whom their o ercloy'd country vomits forth 
To desperate adventures and destruction. 

Enter Catesby. 

What says Lord Stanley ? will he bring his power ? 

Cat€sbt/, He does refuse, my lord — ^he wiU not stir. 

Glost. Off with his son Geoi^e*s head ! 

Nor. My lord, the foe's already past the marsh—* 
After the battle, let young Stanley die. 

Glost, Why, after be it then. 
A thousand hearts are swelling in my bosom : 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ! 
And thou, our warlike champion, thrice renowned, 
St. George, inspire me with the rage of Kons ! 
Upon them ! — Charge ! follow me ! ^Exeunt. 

Soldiers driven across ike Stage- by Gloster, 8^c. 

Glost. What, ho! young Richmond, ho! 'tis 
Richard calls ! 
1 hate thee, Harry, for thy blood of Lancaster ! 
Now, if thou dost not hide thee from my sword^ 
Now, while the angry trumpet sounds alarms,. 
And dying groans transpierce the wounded air. 
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Richmond^ I eay, come forth, and singly face me ! 
Richard is hoarse^ with daring thee to arms! lExiL 

Enter Catesby and Norfolk, in disorder, 

Cateshy. Rescue ! rescue ! My Lord of Norfolk, 
haste ! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man. 
Daring and opposite to every danger : 
His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights. 
Seeking for Richmond, in the throat of death ; 
Nay, haste, my lord ! — the day's against us. [^Exewnt. 

Enter Glostrr and Ratcliff. 

Glost.A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse! 

liatcliff. This way, tliis way, my lord ! — below yon 
thicket 
Stands a svvit't horse — away ! ruin pursues us j 
Withdraw, iny lord, tor only flight can save you. 

Glod* Slave ! I have set my life upon a cast, 
And I will stand the hazard of the die. 
I think there be six Richnionds in the field ! 
Five have I slain to-day, instead of him. 
A hurse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 

Enter Richmond. 

Of one or both of us, the time is come ! 

Rich. Kind Heaven^ I thank thee, for my cause is 
thine 1 
If Richard's fit to live, let Richmond fall. 

Glost, Thy gallant bearing, Harry, 1 could 'plaud, 
But that the spotted rebel stains the soldier. 

Rich, Nor should thy prowess, Richard, want my 
praise, 
Bu^ that thy cruel deeds have stamp'd thee tyrant. 
So thrive my sword, as Heav*n*s high vengeance 
draws it ! 
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Glost. My soul and body on the actk)n, both ! 

liich. A dreadful lay ! here's to decide it. 

[Theyji^ht — 11 1 c H A R T> foils, 

Glost. Perdition catch thy arm \ — the chance is 
thine ! 
But, oh ! the vast renown thou hast acquired, 
In conqVing Richanl, does afflict him more 
Than even his body's parting with its' soul. 
Now, let the world no longer be a stage. 
To feed contention in a lingering act ; 
But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Reign in all bosoms ; that each heart being set 
On bloody actions, the rude scene may cnd^ 
And darkness be the burier of the dead. [JDies. 

Enter Oxford, Lord Stanley, and Soldi ers, 
with King Richard's Crown, 

Rich, Oh, welcome, friends! my noble father, 
welcome! 
Heav'n and our arms be prais'd, the day is ours ! 
See there, my lords, stern Richard is no more ! 

Stanley. Victorious Richmond, well thou hast ac- 
quitted thee! 
And see, the just reward that Heav'n has sent thee : 
Among the glorious spoils of Bosworth field, 
We've found the crown, which now in right is thine: 
'Tis doubly thine, by conquestand by choice. 
Long live Henry the Seventh, King of England ! 

[^Vrnmpet9. 

Rich, Next to just Heav'n, my noble countrymen, 
1 owe my thanks to you, whose love I'm proud of j 
And ruling well shall speak my gratitude. 
But now, my lords, what friends of us are missing? 
Pray, tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stanley. He is, my liege, and safe in Leicester 
town. 
Whither, if yoii please, we may withdraw us. 
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Enter Officer, 

m 

Offi. My lord, the queen> and fair Elizabeth, 
Her beauteous daughter, some few miles off. 
Are on their way, to 'gratwlate your victory. 

Rich. Ay, there indeed my toiFs rewarded ! 
Let us prepare to meet them, lords— and then^ 
As we're already bound by solemn vows. 
We'll twine the roses red and white together, 
And both from one kind stalk shall flourish : 
England has long been mad, and scar'd herself ^ 
The brother blindly shed the brother s blood -, 
The father rashly slaughtered his own son j 
The bloody son, compellM, has kilPd his sire. 
Oh, now, let Henry and Elizabeth, 
The true successors of each royal house, 
Conjoin*d together, heal these deadly wounds ! 
And be that wretch of all mankind abhorr*d. 
That would reduce those bloody days again ; 
Ne'er let him live to taste our joys* increase, 
That would with treason wound fair England's pea( 



THE END- 
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REMARKS, 



In this grand tragic opera is combmed that which 
is terrific* sublime^ iAfernal. Spirits are called from 
the bottomless pit* to £^ve additional horror to the. 
crimes which are here perpetrated. Yet supernatural ' 
agency is produced and conducted by such natural 
meanst that spectators return again to their childish 
credulity, and tremble, as in the nursery, at a witch 
and a goblin. 

It is impossible to contemplate the consistent dis« 

position of able actors, of appropriate habilimentSy 

and of picturesque scenery, with which this tragedy 

ia now embellished at the London theatres, and not 

boldly demand— where was Garrick's taste, hisiuno* 

waftmg judgmenti his common sense, and common 

fcdings, as a connoisseur in his art, that he could 

perform this historical tragedy— Macbeth, of ancient 

Scotland— with the characters dressed in coats, waist* 

eostSf and hats, so as to place tlie scene in modem 

times, or every scene in England ? 

Garrick had taste, it is said; and so, they say, had 
bis admirers ; yet, taste like this would be now ex« 
P^ed. — So, it might be insinuated, perV\ap«) wo\3\^ 
Ap ilie actbg of those days, could it have b^txx ^t^* 
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served, along with the old attire, for the inspectioa 
of critics of the present era. 

On this impossibility the actor's art triumphs over, 
yet sinks beneath, every otlier. Hejhas no rivals to 
vanquish, but contemporaries. He has no former art- 
ists to excel, but such as cannot come forth to claim 
the preference, or to crouch to superior skill. 

The story of Macbeth is founded on Scottish his- 
tory, and may be traced in the works of many wri- 
ters. But, in a production called ^* Shakspeare Il- 
lustrated/* every event of that usurper's life is col- 
lected from different histories, and given at large. 
' So conspicuous are the various excellencies con- 
tained in this tragedy, there is no cause whatever to 
point them out to the reader ; for if he cannbt see 
them at once, it is vain to direct his sight* 

But to those who are unacquainted with the efifect 
wrought by theatrical action and decoration, it may 
not be superfluous to say— the huge rocks, the enor- 
mous caverns, and blasted heaths of Scotland, in the 
scenery ;— the highland warrior's dress, of centuries 
past, worn by the soldiers and their generals ; — the 
splendid robes and banquet at the royal court held 
at Fores ; — the awful, yet inspiring music, which ac- 
companies words assimilated to each sound ; — and, 
above all — the fear, the terror, the remorse ; — the 
agonizing throbs and throes, which speak in looks, 
whispers^ sudden starts^ and writhings, by Kcmble 
and Mrs Siddons, all tending to one great precept— 
Thpu shalt not murderf-^rendev this play one of the 
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moBt impressive moral lessons which the stage exbi* 
bits. 

It was. the tragedy of Macbeth which conferred 
upon Shakspeare the distinguished honour of recei- 
Ting a letter, written with his sovereign's own band^ 
.James the First» in testimony of his high admiration 
of the work ! 

Steevens calls this play, " The first of all dramatic 
enjoyments.*' 

Johnson says, in apology for some occurrences 
contained in it, <* I know not whether it may not be 
saidy in defence of some parts which now seem im^ 
probable, that^.in Shakspeare's time, it was neces* 
saxy to warn credulity against vain and delusive pre- 
£ction8«" 
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MACBETH. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

The open Country^ 

Thunder and Ughtning. 

Three Witches discovered, 

1 Witch* When shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

2 Witch. When the hurly-burly's done, 
When the battle's lost and won. 

S Witch, lliat will be ere th' set of sun. 

1 Witch. Where the place ? 

2 Witch. Upon the heath. 

3 Witch. There to meet with— *- 

1 Witch. Whom? 

2 Witch. Macbeth. [Noiu t^a Cat. 

1 Witch. I come, Gray-malkin. [Noise of a Toad* 

2 Witch. Paddock calls. 
1 Witdu Anon. 

AU. Fair is foul, and foul is fair: 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. 

[Thunder and Ughining^-^E^wnX tewt^S^^^ 
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8CBNE lU 

The Palace at Foret. 

Flourish of Trumpets and DrumSm 

Enter Kino Duncan, M ai<colm, Donalbain> Li- 
Nox, RossE, and Attendants, meeting a tUed' 
ing Officer. 

King. What bloody man is that i He can reporti 
As secmeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai. This is the sergeant. 
Who, like a good and hardy soldier^ fought 
'Gainst my captivity. — Hail, brave friend ! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil. 
As thou didst leave it. 

Off. Doubtful^ it stood ; 
As two spent swimmers, that do cling together. 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdowald 
From the western isles 
Of Kernes and Gallow-glasses is suppl/d; 
And Fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 
Show'd like a rebel's whore: But all's too weak: 
For brave Macbeth (well he deserves that name,) 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel. 
Which smoked with bloody execution, 
Like valour's minion, 

Carved out his passage, till he &ced the slave ;^ 
And ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to hiiOi 
Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chapfl. 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

King. P, valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman ! 
Offi Mark, king of Scotland, mark : 
1^0 sooner iuBtice Viai, mOn N^wa «x:aJ ^^ 

Compeli'd these fki^l''*^*'*^^^^^ 
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13 ut the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage, 
AVith VurbishM arms, and new supplies of meoy 
Degaii a fresh assault. 

King. Dismay'd not this 
Our captainsy Macbeth and Banquo ? 

Off. Yes; . 
As 8parrowS| eagles ; or the hare, the lion. — 
But 1 am faiuty my ^aslies cry for Jielp. 

King. So well tliy w>ords become thee, as thy 
wounds ; 
They smack of honour both :-^Go, get him surgeons. 
[Kteunt Officer and itoo Attendants. 
Who comes here ? 

Mai, The worthy thane of Fife. 
Len, What a haste looks through his eyes ! 
Rosse* So should he look. 
That seems to speak things strange. 

Enter Macduff* 

Macd, God save the king ! 
King, Whence earnest thou* worthy thane ^ 
- Macd. From Fife, great king, 
Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky» 
And HaxL our people cold. 
Norvray himself, with terrible numbers. 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, 'gan a dismal conflict : 
Tdl tlmt Bellona's bridegroom, lapp'd in proofs 
Confronted him with self-comparisons. 
Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm. 
Curbing his lavish spirit : And, to conclude. 

The victory fell on us ; ■. 

Kins* Great happiness ! 
Macd. That now 
Sweno, the Norway's king, craves composition; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
TUl he disbursed, at St Colme's Inch, 
Teo thousand dollars to our general use* 
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King. No more that thane of Cawdor shall de- 
ceiTc 
Our bosom interest ;-*Go, pronoohce his present 

denth. 
And with his former titles greet Macbeth. 
Macd. I'll see it done. 

t Exeunt Macduff and Lxhox» 
^- „ losty noble Macbeth bath won. 

[Flourish of Trumpets and Dnms.'^JEntttni. 

SCENE III. 

A Heath. 

Thunder and Lightning, 

Enter the Three Witchbs. 

1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister f 

2 WiUJi. Killing svrine. 

3 Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

1 Witch. A sailor's wife had chesnuts in her lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht :-— ^' Give 

me/' quoth I. 

Her 

But 

And like a rat without a tail, 

I'll do. ni do, and Til do. 

2 Witch. I'll give thee a wind. 
I Witch- 1 hou art kind. 

3 IVuch^ And 1 another. 
1 Witch. 1 myseit have all the other ; 

And the ver} ports they blow, 
All the quaiters thai tue^ kckow 
r tb9 shipman^s card. 
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. I will drain him dry as hay: 

Sleep 8hall| neither night nor day, 
. Han^ upoB his pent-house lid ; 

He snail live a man forbid : 

Weary seven nights, nine times ninei 

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine : 

Though his bark cannot be iosty 

Yet it shall be tempest-tost. — 

LfOok what I have. 

2 Wittk* Show me, show me. 

1 fVitch. Here I have a pilot's thumb, 
Wreck'dy as homeward he did come. 

[A March at a Dutunee* 

S Witch* A drum, a drum ; 
Macbeth doth come. 

All, The weird sisters, hand in hand| 
Posters of the sea and land, 
Thus do go about, about* 

2 Witch. Thrice to thine,-* 

3 Witch* And thrice to mine,— 
1 Witch* And thrice again,— 
AU, To make up nine. 

] Witch. Peace ;— the charm's wound up* 

Enter Macbeth, Bantquo, and the Army* 

Macb. Command they make a halt upon the heath* 

[WWdn^ Halt,— .halt.--halt. 

Macb, So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

Ban. How far is't called to Fores?— What are these 
So withered, and so wild in their attire, 
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth. 
And yet are on't ? — Live you i or are you aught 
That man may question ? You seem to understand me«. 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Vpon her skinny lips : You should be womeni 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

Mach. Speak, if ye can ;^What are you \ 
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1 Wilch. All hall, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane 

of GlamU ! 

2 Witch, All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane 

of Cawdor ! 

3 JVitck. AU hail, Macbeth ! that shall be kii% 

hereafter. 

Ban. Good sir, why do you start, and seem to 
fear / 

Things that do sound so fair ? — V the name of tmtb, 
Are^c fantastical, or that indeed. 
Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner 
You greet with present grace, and grcmt predictkm 
Of noble having, and of royal hope. 
That he seems wrapt withal : to me you speak not: 
If you can look into the seeds of time. 
And say, which grain will grow, anil which wOl 

not; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear. 
Your favours, nor your hate. 

1 JViich. Hail ! 

!2 IVitch. Hail ! 

*3 Witch. Haill 

1 Witch* Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

!2 Wiich, Not so happy, yet much happier. 

3 Witch. Thou shalt get kings, thoiigh thou be 
none. 

AIL Sj, all hail, Macbeth and Bsnquo ! 
Banquo and Macbeth, all hail ! {Gm 

M^cL Stay,— you imperfect speakers, l^il itf 
more : 
Bv Sinei's death, I know I am thare of G^dni;.' 
But how of Cawdor ? the thane oi Cawdor iiresi 
A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be kirg, 
SiaiuU not wiihin the prospect of beliet^^ 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from vbeace 
You owe this strange intelligence I or 
I poo tbtf bkysied h«G^ yoM sto^ our wr 






c 



fCSVEIII.} BTACBXTH. 13 

With suchprephetic greeting ? 

[Thunder and Ldghtnivg* — Witches vanish. 
Speak, I charge you. 

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has. 
And tliese are of them : — Whither are they vanish'd i 

Macb. Into the air; and what seem'd corporal, 
melted 
As breath into the wind. — 'Would they had staid ! 

Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak about ? 
Or have we eaten of the insane root, 
Xliat takes the reason prisoner ? 

Macb. Your children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

Mocb. And thane of Cawdor too ; went it not so ? 

Ban. To the self-same tune and words* — Who's 
here? 

Enter Macduff and Lekox« 

Macd. The king hath happily received, Macbeth, 
The news of thy success : and, when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight, 
His wonders and his praises do contend, 
Which should be thine or his : Silenced with that^ 
In viewing o'er the rest o' the self-same day. 
He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make. 
Strange images of death. As thick as tale, 
Came post with post ; and every one did beat 
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence. 
And pour'd them down before him. 

Len. We are sent 
To give thee, from our royal master, thanks ; 
Only to herald thee into his sight. 
Not pay thee. 

Macd* And, for an earnest of a greater honour. 
He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor i 
In which addition, hail, most worthy lViaaQ\ 
Foritutbinet 
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Ban, What ! can the devil speak teiie ? 

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives; why do yoa 
dress me 
In borrowed robes ? 

Macd. Who was the tbane» lives yet; 
But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Wliich he deserves to lose ; 
For treasons capital, confessed) and proved^ 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb. Glamisi and thane of Cawdor : 
The greatest is behind. — Thanks for your pains.^ 
Do you not hope your children shall be kings. 
When thosci that gave the thane of Cawdor to m^ 
Promised no less to them ? 

Ban. That, trusted home. 
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown. 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But, 'tis strange : 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 
Win us with honest trifles to betray us 
In deepest consequence. — Cousins, a word, Ipray you. 

Macb. Two truths are told. 
As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme. — I thank you, gentlemen.— 
This supernatural soliciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good.— If illt 
Why hath it given me earnest of success. 
Commencing in a truth ? I am thane of Cawdor : 
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair. 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribSf 
Against the use of nature ? Pt'esent fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings : 
My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical. 
Shakes so my single state of man, that functioa 
Is smother'd in surmise ; and nothing is. 
But what is not. 

JBan, Look, how our ^gkiXw^x'* ^w^^^* 
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Macb. If dhance will liave me king, why, chance 
may crown me. 
Without my stir. 

Ban. New honours come upon him. 
Like our strange garments, cleave not to their mould| 
But with the aid of use* 

Macb* Come what come may, 
Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 

^n. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 

Macb. Give me your favour :— my dull brain was 
wrought 
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are registered where every day I turn 
The leaf to read them. — Let us toward the king.— 
Think upon what hath chanced; and, at more time^ 
^The interioi having weighed it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 

J^n. Very gladly. 

Maeb* Tul theui enough.^— Come, friends. 

[March^-^Exeumt^ 



ac£N£ IV, 



The Palace at Fores^ 



Flourish of Trutnpda and Drums* 

Enter Kino Duncan, Donalbain, Malcolm, 
R0SSB9 and two Chamberlains*. 

King. Is execution done on Cawdor i Are not 
Those in commission yet returned i 

Mat. My liege, 
They are not yet come back; 
But I have spoke 
ya^hb aae that saw him die : who did t epotl^ 
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V 

I 

That very ffanUy he eaiotetifi hk hwainm; 

Implored yonse hi^sluiett* perdoDt e a jee l li 

A deep repmiUuice : notfaiog in his liftt > - •-* 

BecMne him, like the Immg ki he^Hed 

Aa ooe that had beemfdied m Ihs 

To throw away the dearest 

Af Hwere a careletB trifle* ^ • > '^ 

jEm;^. There's no artj .«.,-; 

To Sod the mind's oamUodkmimlhm finei 
He was a gentleman OB wlionil buik ->* * 
An absolate trusts— ' - -. -• 
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0» worthiest coubSa ! 

Theam^feqringfalitedeertBiiunr* • ' > • :! ' 
Was heavT'OB net Ihoa'fctae-fm hMifc'^'^ ' - " 
That swiftest iring of reeorimeaoeis'dMr*'' - 
To overtake thee. 'Would tboa hate'tasv^MSHlK 
That the proportienp both ofih«hyeiai|iijrirt|i 
Might have been mine I only I have left to aqrt 
More is thy due than more uian all can paj* 

Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe» 
In doing it, pays itself. Your highness' part 
Is to receive our duties : and our duties 
Are to your throne and state, children, and se^ 

vants; 
Which do but what they should, by doing efoy 

thing 
Safe toward your love and honour. 

King, Welcome hither : 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. — Noble Banqno, 
That hast no lessMeserved, nor must be known 
No less to have done so, let me enfold the^ 
And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban. There if 1 grow. 
The harvest is your own. 
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King^ My plenteous joys. 
Wanton in fulness^ seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow. — Sons, kinsmen, thanes. 
And you, whose places are the nearest, know. 
We will establish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter^ 
The Prince of Cumberland : which honour must 
Kot, unaccompanied, invest him only. 
But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
On all deservers. — From hence to Inverness, 
And bind us further to you. 

Mach. The rest is labour, which is not used for 
you: 
Pll be myself the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach; 
So, humbly take my leave. 

King. Mv worthy Cawdor ! 

Mad. The Prince of Cumberland ! — That is a 
step. 
On which I must fall down, or else o'erleap, [Aside. 
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ! 
Let not light see my black and deep desires : 
The eye wink at the hand ! yet let that be. 
Which the eye fears, when it b done, to see. 

[Exit Macbeth. 

King* True, worthy Banquo; he is full so valiant : 
And in his commendations i am fed ; 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after him. 
Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome ; 
It is a peerless kinsman. 

£ Flourish qf Trumpets and Drums -m^Exeimi* 
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tO£VEV« 

Macbeth's Castkf at Infoemesu 

Enter Ladt Macbeth, reading a Letter. 

Lady. — — They met me in the dajf of smeceus 
and J have learned by the perfectest repon, they ham 
ffiore in them than mortal Jmmioledge. When Imtnei 
in desire to question themjurther, they made ihemc 
selves — air^ into mhich they vanished JVkUei I stood 
rapt in the ivonder of it^ came missives Jrom the ti|{k 
who all hailed me, ** Thane of Cawdor s** iy wktch Ih 
tlcf hejbrcy these ineird sisters saluted me, and r^krt*i 
me to the coming on of time, mtk ** Hail, king thei 
shalt be /'' This have I though good to deUoer thee, 
my dearer partner of greatness, that thou mightai 
not lose the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what 
greatness is promised thee* Lay it to th^ hearty md 
JareweU, 

Glamis tliou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 

What thou art promised :— Yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindness. 

To catch the nearest way : Thou would'st be great: 

Art not without ambition ; but without 

The illness should attend it. What thou would'it 

highly, 
That would'st thou holily; would'st not play feise^ 
And yet would'st wrongly win : thou'd'st nave, great 

Glamis, 
That which cries, ** Thus thou must do, if thou hate 

it;" 
And that, which rather thou dost fear to do, 
Tban wishest should be uxidou^. \i\^ thee hither, 
Tbat I may pour my BpiuU Va xJksoikfe «»k \ 
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And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
AU thai impedes tliee from the golden round, 
"Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crown'd witlial* 

Enter Seyton. 

What is your tidings ? 

Sey, The king comes here to-night. 

Lady* Thou'rt mad to say it : 
Is not thy master with him i who, were't so, 
Would have informM for preparation. 

Styi So please you, it is true : our thane is coming ; 
One of my fellows had the speed of him ; 
WhOy almost dead for hreatb, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

Lady. Give him tending,. 
He brings great news. — [Exit Sbytok. 

The raven himself is hoarse. 
Thai croaks the fatal cnterance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, all you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoiights, unsex me here ; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood, 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse ; 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose ; nor keep pace between 
The effect, and it! Ccme to my woman's breasts. 
And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers, 
V''herever in your sightless substances 
You wait on nature's mischief ! Come, thick night. 
And pall thee in tl>e dunncst smoke cf hell ! 
That my keen knife see not the wound it makes ; 
Kor Heaven peep through the blanket of the dark^ 
To cry, *« Hold, hold !'' 

Enter Macbeth. 

Great Ghmis I worthy Cawdor \ 

<Jrctttcr than both, by the all-hail liwe%S^x\ 



I 



Shall »m that morrow see ! 
< Your face, mjr thane, is as a book, where nu 
May read itrange matters : — To beguile the 
Look like the time ; bear welcome m your e 
Your hand, your tongue : look like tbe i 

flower, 
But be tbe sn^eut under it. He that's com 
Must be proTioed for : and ^ou shall put 
This night's great business mto my dupatdi 
Which shall to all our nights and days to c 
Give solely sovereign sway and n: 
Macb. We will speak further. 
Lady. Only look up clear ; 

I 



■cmx vi. 

The Gales ^ Inverness Cmstle. 
Mottrish of Trumpets and Drumt. 
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^^on* This gnest of summer^ 

The temple-haunting martlet^ doe» approve^ 

Bj his loved mansionr j, th^t the Heaven's breath 

Smells wooing ly here ; no jutty frieze, 

Buttress, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird 

Hath made his pendent bed, and procreant cradle : 

Where they most breed and haunt, 1 have observed, 

The air is delicate. 

j£»/cr Lady Macbeth, Seyton, and ttoo Ladies. 

King. See, see ! our honour'd hostess !■ — ■■ - 
The iove, that follows us, sometime is our trouble. 
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you^ 
Bow you rimll bid Heaven yield us for your pains^ 
And thank us for your trouble. 

ZrCcEy. All our service 
In every point twice done, and then done double^ 
Were poor and single business, to contend 
Agnnst those honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Yo«r majesty loads our house : For those of old^ 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them^ 
We rest your hermits. 

£utg-. Wh^vli the thane of Cawdor i 
We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To. be his purveyor ; but he rides well ; 
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us : Fair and noble hostess, 
We are your guest to«night* 

Lady^ Your.servants ever 
Have tneirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt. 
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure. 
Still to return your own. 

Kwgm Give me your hand ; 
Conduct me to. mine host; m'c love him highly, 
'And shall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hostess. 

{FUmri&h of Trumpets and Drutw. — Exctti*<* 
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SCENE vir« 

Macbeth's Caitle at Inverness. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach. If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'tirere 
well: 
It were done auickly, if the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence^ and catch, 
With his surcease, success.— ^That but this blow 
Might be the be-all, and the end-all, here, 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time 1— 
We'd jump the life to come.— -But, in these cases, 
We still have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : This even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd dudice 
To our own lips.— i^He's here in double trust : 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 
Strong both against the deed ; then, as his hosts 
Who should against his murderer shut the doory 
Not bear the knife myselE— -Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his foculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off : 
I have no spur 

To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erieaps itself. 
And falte on the other — How now ! what news i 

Enter Lady Macbeth* 

Lady. He has almost supp'd : why have you left 

the chamber ^ 
Macb. Hath he a%Wd fox \)ci^\ 
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lady. Know rou not^ he has ? 
Mach. We will proceed no flirther in this business : 
He hath honoured me of late ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people^ 
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss^ 
Not cast aside so soon* 

Idi^. Was the hope drunk. 
Wherein you dress'd yourself ^ hath it slept since. 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely I From this time^ 
Such I account thy love. — Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valoqr. 
As thou art in desire? Would'st thou have that 
Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own esteem,-— 
I^tinff, I dare not| wait upon, I would) 
Xiike mt poor cat i' th' adage \ 

Much. 'Pr'ythee, peace: 
I dare do all that may become a mani 
Who dares do more, is none. 

Lac^. What beast was it then, 
That made you break this enterprise to me ? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man ; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more than man. Nor time, nor placet 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness 

now 
Does unmake jou. I have given suck; and know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me : 
I would, while it was smiling in my face, 
Have pluckM my nipple from his boneless gums, 
And dash'd the brains out, had I but so sworn 
As you hi(ve done to this. 

Macb. Ifwe should fail 

Lady. We fail :— 
But screw your courage to the sticking-place, 
And we'll not &il. When Duncan is «|lce|^^ 
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(Whereto the rather shall his clay's bard joumej 
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassel so convince^ 
That memory^ the warder of the brain. 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only : when in swinidi sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death. 
What cannot you and I perform upoa 
The unguarded Duncan ? what not put upoa 
His spungy officers ; who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell? 

MacL Bring forth men children only ! 
For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiyed« 
When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy t«i 
Of his own chamber, and used their very daggen^ 
That they have done't ? 

Lady. Who dares receive it other. 
As we shall make our grie& and clamour roar 
Upon his death ? 

Macb. I am settled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible fbat— 
Away, and mock the time with fairest show : 
False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 

[ExeuKt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

Macbeth's Castle at Inverness. 
The Galleryi 

Enter Banquo and Fleance, mth a Torch, 
Ban. How goes the night, boy ? 
Jb'le. The moon is down 5 I have not heard the 
clock« 

At 
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Ban. And sbe goes down at twelve* 

Fie* I take't, 'tk later, sir. 

Ban, There's husbandry in Heaven, 
Their candles are all out. — 
A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not sleep : Merciful powers, 
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repose ! 

Enter Seyton, xvith a Torch, and Macbeth. 

Who^s there ? 

Macb. A friend. 

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest? The king's a- 
bed: 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your officers : 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up 
In measureless content. 

Macb. Being unprepared, 
Our will became the servant to defect ; 
Which else should free have wrought. 

Ban. All's wcOL— 
I dream'd last night of the three weird sisters : 
To'you they have shew'd some truth. 

Macb. I think not of them : 
Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve. 
We would spend it in some words upon that busines%. 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind'st leisure. 

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent, when *tiSf 
It shall make honour for you. 

Ban» So 1 lose none, 
la seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchisM, and allegiance clear^ 
I ahall be counserd. 
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Macb. G«od repose, the while 1 

Ban. Thanks, sir : the like to you I 

[Exeunt Flbance and Bavquo. 

Macb. Go, bid thj mistress, when my drink is 
ready, 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 

' [EmH Settov* 
Is this a dagger which I see before me. 
The handle to¥rard my hand ? Come, let me dutch 

thee : 
I have thee not ; and yet I see thee stilL 
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling as to sight; or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind; a false creation. 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain t 
I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As that which now I draw. 
Thou marshal^st me the way that I was going ; 
And such an instrument I was to use. 
Mine eyes are made the fools o* the other senses, 
Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still; 
And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 
Which was not so before. — There's no such thing: 
It is the bloody busiaess, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes, — Now o'er the one half world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain'd sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's ofPerings ; and withered Murder, 
Alarum\i by his sentinel, the wolf. 
Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealth/ 

pace, 
Towards his design 

Moves like a ghost.— Thou sure and firm*set eartbj 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my where-about. 
And take the present horror from the time, 
Whicb now suits with it. [A Clock striken Tv:h 
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I go, and it is done ; the bell invitei me. 
Hear it not, Duncan ! for it is a knell 
That summons thee to Heaven, or to hell. [Exit 

[Thunder and Lightning, 

Enter Ladt Macbeth. 

Lady. That, which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold ; 
What hath quench'd them, hath giren me fire:-i- 

Hark! — Peace! 
It was the owl that shriek'd, the fiital bell-man, 
Which gives the sternest ffood-night. — He is about it ; 
The doors are open : and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores : I have drugg'd 

their possets. 
That death and nature do contend about them. 
Whether they live or die. 
Ma^b. [ffUhin.] Who's there ?~what, ho 1 
Lady. Alack i 1 am afraid they have awaked, 
And 'tis not done ; — the attempt, and not the deed. 
Confounds us : Hark !— I laid then: daggers ready, 
He could not miss them.— Had he not resembled 
My fiuher as he slept, I had done't— My husband^ 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. I have done the deed ;— Didst thou not hear 

a noise ? 
Lady. I heard the owl scream, and the crickets 

cry. 
Did not you speak? 
Macd. When? 
Lady^ Now. 
Macb* As I descended ? 
Latbf. Ay. 

Macb. Hark ! Who lies i' the second chamber ? 
L<^y^ Donalbain. 
Ma/Qb. This is a sorry sight. 
JLaify, 4 fooUfitk thought, to say a aoxt^ tA^x.* 
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Mach There'j one did laugh in hk sleep, anc 
cry'd" Murder i*» 
That they did wake each other ; I stood and I 

them: 
But they did say their prayers, and address'd t1 
Again to sleep. 

Lady. There are two lodged together. 

Macb. One cry'd, <* God bless iw :** and <* An 
the other ; 
As they had seen me with these hangman's hai 
Listening their fear. I could not say. Amen, 
When they did say, God bless us. 

Ladtf» Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, ai 
I had most need of blessing, and amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady. Tnese deeds must not be thought 
After these ways; so, it will make ua nad. 

Macb. Methought, I heard a voice cry, '^ £3ei 
morel" 
To all the house,-— 

'* Glamis hath murder'd sleep ; and therefore Ca 
** Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no in 

Lady* Who was it, that thus cry'd ? Why, w 
thane, 
Tou do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brain-sickly of things : Go, get some wateri 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand*— 
Why did you bring these daggers from the pla 
They must lie there: Go, carry them ; and sn 
The sleepy grooms with blood, 

Macb* rllgo no more : 
I am afraid to think what I liave done ; 
Look on't again, I dare not. 
Lady* Infirm of purpose ! 
Give me the daggers : The sleeping, and the < 
Are but as pictures : 'ds the eye of childhood^ 
That fears a painted devil— If he do bleed. 
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rn gild the fiicefl of the grooms withal. 
For it must seem their guilt. [Exit Ladt M acbxth. 

[Knocking voitkin. 
Macb. Whence is that knocldng ? 
How is't with me^ when every noise appals me i 
What hands are here? Ha! diey pluck out mine 

eyes! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand ? No ; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnardine^ 
Making the green one— red. 

Enter Lady Macbeth* 

Ladi/. My hands are of your colour; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white— [Xii^^.] — I hear it 

knocking 
At the south entry :— retire we to our chamber : 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How ea^ is it then ? Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended.-*<-LJ^ii0cAr.] — Hark! more 

knocking : 
Cret on your night-gown, lest occasion call US| 
And shew us to be watchers :-*iBe not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macb, To know my aeed|<^*-*Twere best not know 

myself. [Knock. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking! Oh^ 'would thou 

could'st i [Exeunt. — Knock. 

Enter Macbuee, Lenox, and Setton. 

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed. 
That you do lie so late? 

Sey. 'Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second 

cock. 
Macd. Is thy master stirring ?--'-^ 
Our knocking has awaked him ; here he comes. 

c2 
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Enter Macbeth, and exit Settok. 

t,en. Good-morrovr, noble sir! 

Macb. Good-morrow, both ! 

Macd* Is the king stiirmg, worthy thane i 

Macb, Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him: 
I have almost Biipp'd the homr. 

Macb. I'll bring you to him. 

Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to yoii ; 
But yet, *tis one. 

Much. The labour we delight in physics pain.— 
This is the door. 

Macd* I'll make so bold to call. 
For 'tis my limited service. [^ExU Macdufv. 

Len, Goes the king hence to-day i 

Macb. He does : he did appcint so. 

Len. The night has been unruly : Where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down % and, as they say, 
Lamentings heard i' the air; strange screams of death. 
And prophesying, with accents terrible. 
Of dire combustion, and confused events. 
New-hatch' d to the woeful time : The obscure bird 
Clamour'd the livelong night ; some say, the earth 
Was feverous, and did shake. 

Macb. 'Twas a rough night« 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Enter Macduff. 

Macd. O horror ! horror ! horror ! Tongue, nor 
heart, 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee ! 

Macb. and Len. What's the matter 2 

Macd. Confusion now hath made his master-piece I 
Most sacrilegious murder has broke ope 
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The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o* the building. 

Macb. What is it you say ? the life ? 

Len, Mean you his majesty ? 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy youv 
sight 
With a new Grorgon :•— Do not bid me speak ; 
See, JxxA then speak yourselves. — 

[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox» 
Awake! awake! — 

Ring the alarum bell ! — Murder ! and treason I 
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm I awake ! 
Shake off this downy sleep, death's counterfeit^ 
And look on death itself! — up, Op, and see 

The great doom's image 1 Malcolm ! Banquo ! 

As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprites^ 
To countenance this horror ! — — 

[The Bell rings outm 

Enter Banquo and Rossx. 

O, Banquo, Banauo, 

Our royal master s murder'd ! 

Enter Macbeth and Lenox. 

Macb. Had I but died an hour before this chanc 
I had lived a blessed time ; for from this instant^ 
There's nothing serious in mortality : 
All is but toys ; renown and grace is dead ; 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere leea 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm and Donalbaik» 

MaL What is amiss ? 

Macb, You are, and do not know it: 
The springy the head, the fountain of your bIoo4 
Is stopped; the very source of it is stopped. 

Mofid* Ypur royal fathei^s murdei'dU 
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MaL OI19 by whom ? 

Len. Those of his chamber, as ifcseem'd^had done't: 
Their hands and fiuxs were all baid^ged with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unw^ped, we found 
Upon their.pillows ; they stared and were distracted ; 
No man's life was to be trusted with them. 

[Exeunt Malcolm and Donalbaiv. 

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury. 
That I did kill them. 

Macd, Wherefore did you so ? 

Macb. Who can be wise, amazed, temperate, and 
furious. 
Loyal, and neutral in a moment ? No man : 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the pauser reason.— Here lay Duncaiii 
His silver skm laced with his golden blood ; 
And hb gash'd staJba looked like a breach in nature, 
For ruin's wasteful entrance : there the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breeched with gore : Who could refraiBj 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make his love known ? 

Ban. Fears and scruples shake us : 
In the great hand of Heaven I stand ; and, thence, 
Against the undivulged pretence I fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Macb. And so do L 

AIL So all. 

Macd, Let's briefly put on manly readiness, 
And meet i' the hall together ; 
And question this most bloody piece of work, 
To know it further. 

AIL Well contented. [Exeunt 
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A Wood on the SJdrt of a HetOjL 
Thunder and Ughining. 

Enter the ThreeWncBESf and a CkonuofWiTCUEB. 

1 Witch. Speak, sister, speak, — is the deed done? 

2 fVitch. Long ago, long ago ; 
Above twelve glasses since have run. 

3 Witch* III deeds are seldom slow, 

Nor single; following crimes on former wait; 
Th^ worst of creatures &stest propagate. 

Char. Many more murders mtist this one ensue; 
Dread horrors still abound, 
And every place surround. 
As if in death were found 
Propagation too* 

1 WUch. He must,— 

2 Witch. He shaD,— 

S Wiich. He will spill much more blood. 
And become worse, to make his title good* 

1 Witch. Now let's dance. 

2 Witch. Agreed. 

3 Witch. Agreed, 

Chor. We should rejoice when good kings bleed; 

1 Witch. When cattle die, about we go ; 
When lightning and dread thunder 
Kend stubborn rocks in sunder. 

And fill the world with wonder, 
What should we do i 

Chor, Rejoice, we should rejoice. 

2 Witch. When winds and waves are ^raxtv^^ 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing^ 



Upon the hopper, stone, or wheel. 
To some old saw, or bardish rhime,-— 

Chor, Where still the mill clack does keep ti 

S Witch* Sometimes about a hollow treOi 
Around, around, around dance we ; 
Thither the chirping cricket comesy 
And beetles sinking drowsy hums ; 
Sometimes we dance o'er ferns or furze^ 
To howls of wplveD, or barks of curs ; 
And when with no^e of these we meet,— - 
' Clwr. We dance to the echoes of our feet» 

3 WUch. At the night rayen's dismal voices 
When others tremble, we rejoice. 

Chor. And nimbly, nimbly, dance we stilly 
To th' echoes from a hollow hilL [£;i 



AC.T THE THIRD. 
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m. Is't known who did thig more than bloodj 

deed? 
!ac<L Those that Macbeth hath slain. 
;ii. Alas the day ! 
It good could they pretend ? 
facd. They were suDom'd : 
3olm and Donalbain^ the king^t two sons, 
stol'n away and fled : which puts upon them 
licion of the d^ed* 
m. 'Gainst nature still i 
ftless ambition, that will raven up 
le own life's means !— Then 'tis most like^ 
sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 
facd. He is already named ; and gone to Scone^ 
30 invested. 

en. Where is Duncan's body ? 
lacd. Carried to Colmes-kill ; 
sacred storehouse of his predecessors^ 
1 guardian of his bones. 
en. Will you to Scone ? 
facd. No, cousin, I'll to Fife. 
en. Well, I will thither* 
^acd. Well, may you see thingd'well done there ! 

*--adieu!-- 
our old robes sit easier than our new ! [Exeunt, 



fiCXNE u. 

The Palace at Pores. 
Enter Bamquo and Flea^ce. 



an. Thou hast it now, King^ Cawdor, Glamisi all| 
;he weird women promised ; and, I fear, 
u pLay'dst most foully for't : ^et^it was said^ 
toM not Btand in thy posterity ; 



!•• 



96 MACBSTU. [ACT HI. 

But that myself should be the root and father 
Of many kings ; if there come truth from them, 
(As upon th^9 Macbeth, their speeches shine^) 
Why, by the verities on thee maae goody 
May they not be my oracl^ as well» 
And set me up in hope ?-^ 

[Flourish qf Trumpets andDnmi 
But, hush ; no more. 

Enter Macbeth, as King ; Seyton, Lenoz^ RossIi 

and Attekdants. 

Macb. Here's our chief guest: 
If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great feast. 
And all things unbecoming. 
To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir. 
And I'll request your presence. 

Ban, Let your highness 
Command upon me ; to the which, my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Maclf* Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban* Ay, my good lord, 

Macb. We should have else desired your good 
advice 
(Which still hath been both grave and prosperooSi) 
In this day's council ; but we'll take to-morrow. 
Ib't far you ride ? 

Ban, As far, ray lord, as will fill up the time 
'Twixt this and supper : go not my horse the bettCTi 
I must become a borrower of the night. 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb. Fail not our feast. 

Ban, My lord, I will not. 

Macb. We hear our bloody cousins are bestow'd 
In England, and in Ireland ; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide) ^u\^ their hearers 
With strange imexijt^ou ; l^vkX Ql>2tcax\a*\sDssi!tn«\ 
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Wbeo» therewithal, we shall have cause of state. 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horses Adieu, 
Till you return at night Goes fleaoce with you ? 

BatL Ay, my good lord; our time does call upon us. 

Macb, i wish your horses swift, and sure of foot p 
And so I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewell. — = — [Exeunl Bamquo and Flbamcx. 

Let every man be master of his time 
Till seven at night : to make society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till supper*time alone : while then, Heaven be with 
you I — [Exettnti 

Sirrah, a word : Attend those men our pleasure ? 

Sey. They are, m;^ lord» without the palace gate. 

Macb. Bring them before usv— [Exit Ssytok. 
To be thus, is nothing : — 
But to be safely thus, — Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep : — 
He chid the sisters, 

When first they put the name of King upon me. 
And bade them* speak to him; then, prophet-like. 
They hail'd him lather to a line ot* kings : 
Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown, 
And put a barren scrptre in my gripe. 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unhneal hand. 
No son of mine succeeding, if it be so. 
For Banquo's issue have i filed my mind ; 
For them the gracious Duncan have i murder'd; 
And mine eternal jewel 
. Given to the common enemy of man. 

To make them kings. Xhe seed of Banquo 

kings I—- 
Rather than so, come fate into the list, 
And champion me to the utterance ! — Who's there ? 

Enter Seyton, with txoo Offickrs. 
^~ Was it not yesterday we qpoke to^etjEiet ^ 
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1 Of. It WM^ •• phMe jfonr Wglmiw, ^ 
Jlfacifc W6ll theilt iknr 
Hiife y ott ooarfder'd of my qpeedbet ? 
-Do 700 find 

• Yovtr padenee 10 weddniBnit in yoor tmbut, 
That 700 ctti let tliit go f Axe jam 9b mmgdfif 
"lb pmft&r ifai good man, tad lor ha iimu, 
Wboie haanr lumd hath boir'd yoti lb fhftgnn^ 
And beggai^ jonrt fiir o?er ? 
8 Q^ 1 am 00O9 my.KesOy 
Whom ^ tSe Uows andl»iiftea of iIm waiU 
nawtooo incensed, that I am reddest wlmt 
I do to^ihe Ae world. ' > - 

1 <J^ And I another, 
•fto wetRj^ilririi disaster*, taggVwitk Ibifaoife^ 
' That I would set my life on any obUBce^ 
To mend it^ or be nd ont* 

Madf* Both of you 
Enow Banqno was trour enemjw . '>< ' " 

1 Off- True, my ford. 

Mach, So is he mine ; and in such bloody dktSBce 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against my nearest of life : and though I could 
With bare-faced power sweep hina from my sigbt, 
And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not. 
For sundry weighty reasons. 
- 2 Q^ We shall, my lord, 
Perform what you command us, 

1 Off, Though our lives 

Macb. Your spirits shine" through you. Witlafl 
this hour at most, 
I will advise you where to plant youi'selves; 
Acquaint you with the pertect spy o' the tune, 
The moment on't ; for't must be done to-night. 
And something from the palace ; always thought 
That I require a clearness : And with him, 
(To leave no rubs nor botches, in the work) 
Fleance,.Us eon, ^^\.Vft.%^ Vim ^om^^y, 
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Whose absence is do less material to me 
Than is his father's, must embrace the fate 
D€ that dark hour : Resolve yourselves apart ; 
L'll come to you anon. 

1 Of, We are resolved, my lord. 

Macb. I'll call upon you strait ; abide within* 

[Exeuni Officers. 
It is concluded :— — Baoquo, thy soul's iiight. 
If it find heaven, must find it out to-night. [Exii% 

Enter Ladt Macbeth, at Qubem, and Sstton» - 

Ladj/, Is Banquo gone from court ? 

5^. Ay, madam ; but returns again to-night* 

Ladu. Say to the king I would attend his leisure 
For a few words. 

1%. Madam, I will. [ExU Seytok. 

Ladi/. Nought's had, all's spent, 
Where our desire is got without content : 
'Tis safer to be that which we destroy, 
Hian, by destruction) dwell in doubtful joy. 

£nfer Macbeth. 

How now, my lord i why do you keep alone. 
Of sorriest fiincies your companions making^^- 
Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died 
With them they think on ? Things without all remedy 
Should be without regard ; what's done is done. 

Macb, We have scotch^ the snake, not killed it, 
Shell close, and be herself; whibt our poor ii\alice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds 

suffer. 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams. 
That shake us nightly ; better be with the dead. 
Whom we^ to gain our place, have &etvt to ^^iiq^s^^^ 
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Than on the torture of the mind to He, 

In restless ecstacy.—>— Duncan is in his grave; 

After life's fitful fever, he sleeps welk 

Treason has done his wont ; nor steel, nor poisooi 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing 

Can touch him further ! 

Lady. Come on ; gentle my lord. 
Sleek o'er your rugged lookr; be bright and jovial 
Among your guests to-night. 

Macb. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife i 
Thou know'st that Banquo and his Fleance live. 

Ladj/. But in them nature's copy's not eteme. 

Macb. There's comfort yet, they are assaiiablei 
Then be thou jocund ; ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister'd night ; ere, to black Hecate's summong, 
The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums, 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Ladj^. What's to be done i 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest 
chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed. — Come, seeling night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 
And, with thy bloody and invisible hand. 
Cancel, and ttar to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale !— Light thickens ; and the 

crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse ; 
While night'.^ black agents to their preys do rouse. 
Thou marvel'st at my words : but hold thee still ; 
Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill. 

[ExeuaL 
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SCENE III. 

A Park, near the Palace, ai Fores. 

Enter tJie tvso Officers. 

1 Offl The west yet glimmers with some streaks of 

day: 
Now spurs the lated traveller apace. 
To gam the timely inn, and near approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

2 Off, Hark ! I hear horses. 

Ban. \Wilhin^ Give us a light there, ho ! 

1 Off. Then it is he ; the rest 

That are within the note of expectation, 
Already are i' the court. 

2 Off His horses go about. 

1 Off. Almost a nule ; but he does usually. 
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate^ 
Make it their walk. 

2 0ff. K light, a light ! 
1 Off 'Tis he. 

Enter Flbance, xnith a Torch, and Bamquo. 

^n. It will rain to-night. 

{^Exeunt Fleakce and Bakquo. 
1 Off. Let it come down. [Eseunt OFFicKas. 

Ban. [IVUhin^] O, treachery ! Fly, good FJeance,t 

fly, fly, fly !— 
Fie. QfFifMiw.] Murder ! murder I murder I 
Ban. [Wiihin,] Thou may'st revenge.— O, slave 

0,0,0! [Dies. 

Enter Officers. 

1 Offl Who did strike out the VigUt \ 
^ Qf» Waa*t not the way ? 

x»2 
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1 Off, There's but one down ; the sod is fled. 

2 Off. We have lost best half of our affiur. 

1 C^. Welly let's away, and say how much is done. 

[Exewni* 



SCENE IV. 



The Banquetiing Roonip in the Palace^ ai Foret, 

Mtakf^'A Banquet prepared, 

Macbeth, Lady Macbeth» Rosse, Lbmox« Set- 
TON, Attendants, Guards, Sfc. discooered. 

Much. You know your own degrees, ait down : at 
first. 
And last, the hearty welcome. 

Rosse* Thanks to your iD:TJesty. 

Macb. Oiirself will mingle with society, 
And play tlie humble host : 
Our hostess keeps her state ; but, in best time. 
We will require her welcome. 

Lady Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends ; 
For my heart speaks, they are welcome. 

Macb* See, they encounter thee with their hearts' 
thanks ; 
Both sides are even ; here 1*11 sit i' the midst. 
Be large in mirth;- anon, we'll drink a measure 
The table round.-— 

Enter First Officer. 

There's blood upon thy face* 
1 Offi 'Tis Banquo's, then. 
Macb* Is he dispart h*d ? 
lOff.Uy lord, bi& lYnoaX \a cM\.\SSDa&. 1 d^ for 
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Mild. Thou art the best o' the cut-throats: Yet 
he'll goody 
That did the Iwe for Fleance* 

1 Off, Most royal sir, 
Fleance is 'scaped. 

Macb* Then comes ny fit again ; I had else been 
perfect : 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock; 
As broad, and general, as the casing air ; 
But now I am cabin'dy cribb'd, confined, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears.--But Ban^uo's safe ? 

1 Off. Ay, my good lord ; safe m a ditch he 
bides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 
The least a death to nature. 

Mach. Thanks for that:— 
There the grown serpent lieS:; the worm, that's fied» 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, . 
No teeth for the presentv— Get thee gone ; to-morrow 
We'll hear ourselves aeain. [£rt^ .Ojffic£R. 

Lady, My royal lord, . 
You do not give the cheer; the feast is sold. 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a:P[iakinff, 
'Tis given with welcome: to feed, il^e best at 

home ; r>,,-^ 

From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony^ ; 
Meeting were bare without it* 

Maco. Sweet remembrancer ! 
Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both ! 

Len. 'i/l^y it please your highness, sit ? 

Macb, Here had we now our country's honour 
roof'd. 
Were the graced person of our Banquo present; 
Whom may 1 rather challenge for unkindness. 
Than pity tor mischance ! 

Ro^ze* His absence, m, 
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Lays blame upon bb promiae. Flease it your high- 



To grace us with yoar royal eompany i 

Macb. The table's fulL 

Len* Here is a place reserved, sir. 

Macb. Where? 

Len Here» my good lord. What isH that moves 
your highness ? 

Mad. Which of you have done this? 

Len. What, my good lord I 

Maeb. Thou canst not say I did it; never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

itosie* Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not well 

Lady- Sit, worthy fnencls :— my lord b oHen tboii 
And hath been from his youth: 'pray you, keep 

seat; 
The fit is momentary, upon a thought 
lie will again be well : if much you note him. 
You shall offend him, and extend his passion. 
Feed, and regard him not.-— Are you a man ? 

Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the deviL 

Lady. O proper stuff! 
Tliis is the very painting of your fear; 
Tliis is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said. 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and starts, 
(Impostors to true fear,) would well become 
A woman's story, at a winter's fire. 
Authorised by her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces ? When all's done, 
You look but on a stool. 

Maeb, 'Pr'ythee, see there! behold ! look ! lo!— 

How say you ? 

WIiv, what care I Mf thou canst nod, speak too.— 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Tiiose, that we bury, back, our iQonuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. 
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Imc^. What ! quite unmann'd in folly ! 

Macb. If I stand here, 1 saw him, 

Lad^* Fie» for shame ! 

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i' the olden 
time. 
Ere human statute purged the gentle weal ; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been performed 
Too terrible for the ear ; the times have been. 
That when the brains were out, the man would die^ 
And there an end ; but now, they rise again. 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns. 
And push us from our stools ! This is more stYpnge 
Than such a murder is. 

Latfy. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forget : ■ 
Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends; 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to 

all ; 
Then PU sit down :-— Give me some wine, fill full.— 
[Setton pours out the Wine, and presents it to 
the King, 
I drink to the general j^ of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss; 
'Would he were here ! to au, and him, we thirsty 
And all. 

Banquo's Ghost appears. 

Avaunt ! and quit my sight ! Let the earth hide thee ! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

Lady. Think of this, good peers. 
But as a thing of custom : 'tis no other ; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Macbk What man dare, I dare : 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear. 
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The ann'd rhniocero8» or the Hyrcan tyger, 

Take any shape bat that^ and my firm nerves 

Shall never tremble. Or» be alive again. 

And dare me to the desert with thy sword ; 

If, trembling, I inhibit, then protest me 

The baby of a girl.— Hence, oonible shadow. 

Unreal mockery, hencOi*— [£d^ GhoM.] Why so;— 

being gone^ 
lamaman again. 
Ladi^> Yoa have displaced the mirtby Inroke the 
good meeting. 
With most admired cfoorder. 
Macb, Can such things be. 
And overcome us like a summer's cloudy 
Without our special wonder ? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe. 
When now I think you can behold such sights^ 
And keep the natund rvby of your dieeks. 
When mine is blanch'd with fear. 
Rosse. What sights, my lord ? 
Ladi^* I pray you, speadc not; he grows worse and 
worse; 
Question enrages him ; at once, good night.-— 
Stand not upon the order of your going. 
But go at once. 

Leu. Good night, and better health 
Attend his majesty ! 
Ladi/. A kind good nisht to all ! 

[Exeuni au but the King and Queen. 

Macb. It will have blood : they say blood will have 

blood; 

Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak; 

Augurs, and understood relations, have 

By maggot pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought 

forth 
The secret'st man of blood. — What is the night ? 
Lady. Almost at odds with morning, which is 
which. 
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Mach How say'fit thou, that Macduff denies, his 
person. 
At our great bidding ? 

Zjady. Did you send to him, sir? 

3facb. 1 hear it by the way ; but I will send : 
There's not a one of them, but in his house 
1 keep a servant fee'd.-— I will to-morrow, 
( And by times I will } unto the weird sisters : 
More shall they spesK ; for now I am bent to know. 
By tlie worst means, the worst : for mine own good, 
All causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Stepp'd in so far, that, should I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er. 

Lad^* You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

Macb. Come, we'll to sleep: My strange and self- 
abuse 
Is tlie initiate fear, that wants hard use : 
We are yet but young in dieed. [Exeunt* 

SCENE V. 

The open CoutUry* 
Thunder and Lightning. 

Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 

1 Witch. Why, how now, Hecate? you Ipok an- 
gerly. 

Hec. Have I hot reason, beldams, as you are. 
Saucy and overbold ? How did you dare 
. To trade and traffic with Macbeth, . 
In riddles, and a£&irs of death ; 
And I, the mistress of your charms. 
The close contriver of all harms, ; 
Was never call'd to bear my par^ 
Or show fcbe g\ory ot our art I 
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But make amends now: Getyoagone, 
And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet me i' the morning ; thither he 
Will come to know his destiny.—- 
Your ressels and your spells provide* 
Your charms, and every thing beside : 
I am for the air ; this night I'll spend 
Unto a dismal fatal end. 

\Exeunt the three Witches 

Spirits descend in Hecate's Chair. 

1 ^t>. Hecate, Hecate, Hecate ! O, come away 
Hec. Hark ! I am call'd ; — my little spirit see, 

Sits in a foggy doud, and waits for me. 

2 Spir, Hecate, Hecate, Hecate I O, come away 
Hec* I come, I come^ with ail the speed I may.- 

Where's Stadlin ? 

5 Spir. Here ; — 

Hec Where's Puckle ? 
4? Spir. Here; — 

6 Spir* And Hoppo too, and Hellwainc too; 
6 l^ir* WeVant but you, we want but you. 

Enter the Chorus o/* Witches. 

Chor. Come away, make up the count. 

Hec, With new*fall'n dew, 
From church -yard yew, 
I will but 'noint, and then I mount. 

1 Spir. Why thou stay'st so long, I muse. 
Hec. Tell me, Spirit, tell what news i 

2 Spir. All goes fair for our delight. 
Hec. Now I'm furnish'd for the Sight. 

[^HvCATE places herse^in her Oia 
Now I go, and now I fly, 
Malkin, my sweet spirit, and L 
O, what a dainty pleasure's this* 

To sail in the air. 
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To singy to toy, to dance and kiss ! 
Over wood8> hjgh rocks, and mountaini^ 
Over seas, our mistretft' fountains. 
Over steeples, toivers, and turrets. 
We fly by night 'mongst troops of spirits, 

Chor. We fly by nigfat-^'mongst troops of spirits. 
[HscATK ana/^SpiBi^ atcend, — MeWiTCHEi 
exeunt. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

A Cave ;— -in the Middle a Cauldron boiling* 

Thunder, 

The three Witches discovered. 

1 Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath mew'd. 

2 Witchm Thrice J Irnd once the hedge-pig whined, 
S Wieh. Harper cries ; 'tis time, 'tis time. 

1 Witch. Bjound about the cauldron go; 
In the poison'd entrails throw^- 

Toad, that under the cold stcme. 
Days and nights has thirty-<me ; 
Swelter'd venom, sleeping got. 
Boil thou first i' the charm'd pot. 
AH. Double, double toQ and trouble ; 
lire, bum ; and, cAuldfon^ bubble, 

2 Witch. FiUet of a fenny snake. 
In the cauldron boil and bake ; 
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Eye of newt, and toe of frog. 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder's fork, and blind worm'a stingy 
Lizjard's leg, and owlet'a wing^ 
For a charm of powerful trowlet 
Like a hell-broth boil uad bubble. 
All, Double, double toil and trouble!; 
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 
3 Witch, Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf; 
Witches' mummy ; maw and gulf 
Of the ravinM salt-sea shark ; 
Root of hemlock, diggM i' the dark; 
Liver of blaspheming Jew ; 
Gall of goat, and slips of yew, 
Siiver'd in the moon's eclipse ; 
Nose of i urk, and Tartar's lips; 
Finger of birth-strangled babO} 
Ditch-deliYer'd by a drab. 
Make the gruel thick and slab : 
Add thereto a tiger's chauldron. 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

AU. Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

1 Witch, Cool it with a baboon's bloody 
Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate, Spirits, and the Chorus of Wircm 

Hecy O, well done ! I commend your puns ; 
And every one shall share i' the gains. 
And now about the cauldron sing, 
Like elves and fairies in a ring. 
Enchanting all that you put in. 



Mitsic and Song. 

Hec Black gpirUs and whiie^ 
Red spirits and ^^ 
Mingle, mingle, tm^tigk^ 
You tliat mingle wjiii. 
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1 Spir. Tiffin, Tiffin, 
Keep U Mti^in* 

2 Sfir, Firedrake, Pttci^f 
Make it lucky. 

8 Spir. Liardy Robin, 
You must bob in, 

Chor. Around, around, around, about, about ; 
All iU come running in^ all good keep ottt I 

4 Spir. Here's the blood of a bat. 
Hec, Put in that, put in that. 

5 Spir. Here*s Liobara^s brain, 
Hec. Put in a grain, 

6 Spir. Her^s juice of toad, and oil gadder / . 
Those mil make the charm groxo madder. 

Hec. Put in all these; H^M raise a poisonous stenchi 
Hoid'^ertfs three ounces of a red'hair^d wench. 
Clior. Around, around, around^ about, about $ 
AU ill come running in, aU good keep out 4 

Hec. By the pricking of my thumbs. 
Something wicked this way comes ; ■■ 

[Noise toithout, 
Openi locks, whoever knocks. 

[Exeunt all but the three Witches. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. How now, you secret, black, and midnight 
hags? 
Uniafcis'tyettdio? 

All. A deed without a name. 

Macbm I conjure you, by that which you profess, 
(However you come to know it,) answer me 
To what I ask you. 

1 Witch. Speak. 

2 Witck, Demand. 

3 Witch. We'll answer. 

1 Wkch. Say, if thoa'd'st rather hear it from our 
mouths, 
Qr from our masters' I 



52 MAOBSTH. [act V 

Macb. Call tbeni, let me see tfaem. 

1 fVHch. Pour in sow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrovr : — Grease, that's sweaten 
Frem the murderer's gibbet throw 
Into the flame. 

AIL Come, high, or low ; 
Thyself, and office, deftly show. [Thmie 

First Apfaritiok, an armed Head^ rises. 

Macbm Tell me, thou unknown powers .i 

1 Witch, He knows thy thought ; 
Hear his speech, but say thou nought* 

App, Macbeth! MacbethI Macbeth! bewareMi 
duff; 
Beware the thane of Fife^-—— Dismiss me—Enoq^ 

{[Z/I0SO0M 

Macb. Whate'er thou art, for thy good oaatic 
tfifStnks; 
Thou hast harp'd my fear aright: But one wn 
more— 
1 Witch, He will not be commanded : Here's ai 
other. 
More potent than the first. [Sn&toub 

Second Apparition, a bloody Child, rises* 

App, Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth !-:— 

Macb, Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 

App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute : laugh to scoi 
The power of man ; for none of woman bom 
Shall harm Macbeth. [Deuem 

Macb. Then life, Macduff; what need I &yr 
thee^ 
But yet I'll make assurance double sure. 
And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live ; 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear^ it lies. 
And sleep in spite of thunder. [TJbmi 
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Third Affaeition. a Child craamedj 'wUh a Tree 

in kit Handf rises* 

Whtt is tbur. 

That rites like the issue of a king. 

And wears upon his baby brow the round 

And top of soTereignty ? 

Att^ Liisten, but speak not to't. 

/Ipp. Be lion-raettled, proud; and take no care 
"Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 
Madl>eth shall never vanquished be, until 
Great Bimam wood to high Diinsinane hill 
Shall come against him. [Descends. 

Macb, That will never be : 
Who can itopreis the forest, bid the tree 
Unfix hisearUi-boundroot? sweet bodements! good! — 
Yet my heart 

Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, (if your art 
Can tell so much,) shall Banquo's issue ever 
Reiffn in this kingdom? 

jSI, Seek to know no more. 

Macb, I will be satisfied : deny me this. 
And an eternal curse fall on you ! — 

[Thunder, — The Cauldron sinks. 
IrCt me know, 
Why sinks that cauldron ? 
And what noise is this i [A Groan. 

1 Witch. Show! 

2 Witch. Show! 
S WHch. Show! 

AIL Show his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
ComOy like shadows, so depart. 

^Apparitions of Eight Kings, the last with a 
Glass in his Hand ; and Banquo, pais 
across. 
Macb. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo; 
down ! 

e2 
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Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls ;— and thy air 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first i— 
A third is like the former : — Filthy hags. 
Why do you show me this? — A fourth > Start eyes!— 
What ! will the line stretch out to the crack of 

doom? 
Another yet ? — A seventh ? — Pli see no more s» 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glassy 
Which shows me many more r— 

Enter Banquo. — The Witches vanUh. 

Horrible sight !— -Now, I see, 'tis true ; 
]^or the blood-bolter'd Banquo smiles upon me. 
And points at them for his* — What? is this so? 
Where are they ? Gone ? Let this pernicious hour 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar i— 

Come in, without there I - ' 

. ft 

Enter Sbttok. 

Sei/, What*s your grace's will ? 

Macb, Saw you the weird sisters ? 

Se^, No» ray lord. 

^facb. Came they not by you i 

Sej^, No, indeed, my lord, 

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride ; 
And damn'd all those that trust them 1— -I did hesr 
The galloping of horses : Who was't came by ? 

Se^m 'Tis tyiro or three, my lord, that brmg yoa 
word, 
Macduff is fled to England. 

Macb. Fled to England ? 

Sey. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb* lime, thou anticipat'st my dread exploits: 
The flighty purpose never is overtook. 
Unless the deed go with it : From this moment, 
'I he very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings o( m^ l^aixid. And even nbw^ 
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To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and 

done: 
The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; 
Seize upon Fife ; give to the edge o' the sword 
His wife^ his babes, and all unfortunate souls ' 
That trace him in his line. No boasting like a fool ; 
This deed I'll do, before this purpose cool. — 
Where are tfaiase gentlemen I [Exeunt* 



SCENE ir» 



The Ckmntryy — in EnglamL 

Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

MaL Let us seek out some desolate shade, and thire 
Weep our sad bosoms en^pty. 
* Maid* Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword, and, like good men. 
Bestride our down-fall'n birthdom : Each new morny 
>Jew widows howl ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows 
Strike Heaven on the face, that ,it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yelPd out 
Like syllables of dolour. 

MaL What you have spoke, it may be so, per- 
chance. 
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues. 
Was once thought honest : you have loved him well; 
He hath not touch'd you yet. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

MaL But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 
|n an imperial charge. 

Macd. I have lost my hope?. 

MfaU Perchance^ even there^ where ldvd6,cLd 
doubts. 
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Why in that rawness left you wife, and child. 
Those precious motives, those strong knots of km 
Without leave-taking ? — I pray you, 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonours. 
But mine own safeties : — You may be rightly just^ 
Whatever I shall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 
Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure. 
For goodness dares not check thee !-— 
iPare thee well, lord : 

I would not be the villain that thou think'st, 
For the whole space that's in the tyrant's grasp, 
And the rich East to boot* 

MaL Be not offended : 
I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
I think, out country sinks beneath the yoke I 
It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is Sidded to her wounds ; I think, withal. 
There would be hands uplifted in my right; 
And here, from gracious England, have I ofibr 
Of goodly thousands : But, for all this, 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; 
More suffer and more sundry ways than ever. 
By him that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be ? 

MaL It is myself I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted, 
That, when they shall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my confineless harms. 

Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils, to top Macbeth* 

J\UI. I gravitWraV)\oo^Y> / 
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Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful ; 

But there's no bottom, none, 

In my Toluptuousoess* 

Kay, had I power, I should 

Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell. 

Uproar the universal peace, confound 

AU unity on earth* 

Macd. Oh Scotland i Scotland ! 
Mai, If such a one be fit to govern, speak. 
Macd. Fit to govern ! 
l^o^ nctt.to live.*— O nation miserable, 
With an untitled t3nrant bloody-scepter'd. 
When shalt thou s^e thy wholesome days again. 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accursed. 
And does blaspheme his breed ? — ^Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king ; the queen, that bore theei^ 
Oiiener upon her knees than on her &et, * 

Died every day she lived. Fare thee weU ! 
These evils, thou repeat'st upon thyself^ 
Have banished me from Scotland.-~0, my breast. 
Thy hope ends here ! 

AfoA Macduff, this noble passion. 
Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wiped the bbck scruples, reconciled my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth^ 
By mapy of these trains, hath sought to win me 
Into his power ; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over credulous haste : But Heaven above 
Peal betwci^n t^e and me ! for even now 
t put myself to thy direction, and 
XJnspeak mine own detraction; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself. 
For strangers to my nature. • 
What I am truly, 

Is thine, and my poor country's, to command • 
Whither, indeed before thy here>approach; 
Ola Siwardj with ten thousand weit^VLft tQK;Ei> 
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All ready at a point, was setting forth ; 

Now we 11 together ; and the chance, of goodneMi 

Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you nlent? 

Macd* Such welcome and unwelcome things at 
once, 
'Tis hard to reconcile.-— See, who comes here i 

MaL My countryman ; but yet I know him moL 

Efiter RossE. 

Macd. My ever gentle cousin, welcome hither* 

MaL I know him now: Good Heaveot betimei 
remove 
The means that make us strangers I 

Rosse. Sir, Amen. 

Macd, Stands Scotlaad where it did? 

Rosse, Alas, poor country ! 
Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave ; where notUng^ 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ; 
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rend ^eair. 
Are made, not mark'd : where violent sorrow secmi 
A modern ecstacy : the dead man's kndl 
Is there scarce ask'd, for whom ; and good ne&'f 

lives 
£xpire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying, or ere th^ sicken. 

Macd. O, relation, 
Too nice, and yet too true ! 

MaL What is the newest grief? 

Rosss, That of an hour's age doth hiss the qpcaker ; 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my wife I 

Rosse. Why, well. 

Macd. And all my children I 

Rosse. Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace} 

Rosse. No ; ihey were all at ^eace when I did leave 
them. 
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Macd, Be not aniggard of your ipeech ; how goes it } 

Ros$e» When I came hither to transport the tidings 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy feUows that were out ; 
Which was to my belief witoess'd the rather. 
For that I saw the tyrant's power a«foot : 
Now is your time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
WouKI create soldiers^ make our women fight, 
To doff their dire distresses. 

Mol* Be it their comfort. 
We are coming thither: gracious England hath 
LfCnt us good Siward, and ten thousand men ; 
An older, and a better soldier, noi^e 
That Christendom gives out. 

Rosse, 'Would I could answer 
This comfort with the like ! But I have word% 
That would be howPd out in the desert air, 
Where hearing should not latch them. 

Macd» What concern they ? 
The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief, 
Due to some single breast ? 

Rosse. No mind, that's honest. 
But in it shares some woe ; tliough the main part 
Fiertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine. 
Keep it not from me^ quickly let me have it. 

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever. 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound 
That ever yet theyheard. 

Macd. Hum ! 1 guess at it. 

Rosse. Your castle is surprised; yourwife, andbabes^ 
Savagely slaughtered : to relate the manner. 
Were, on the quarry of these murder'd deer. 
To add the death of you. 

Mo/. Merciful Heaven !— 
What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
<7ive sorrow words: the .grief, that does riot s^^ak^ 
\Vhi5per5 the o'erfraught heaxl^ axv-diVA^^ \\r>at%^- 
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MactL Mt children too ? 

Rosse. Wife, children, servantf, all 
That could be found. 

MactL And I must be from thence !— i 
My wife kUl'd too > 

Rosse, I have 0aid« 

Mai. Be comforted : 
Let U8 make med'cines of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. 

> Macd. He has no children.-~All my pretty ones? 
Did you say, all?— Oh, hell-kite!— All ? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam. 
At one fell swoop ? 

MaL Dispute it like a man. 

Macd. I shall do sa ; 
But I must also feel it as a man: 
I cannot but remember such things were. 
That were most precious to me.^-Did Heaven look os, 
And would not take their part ? Sinful Macdufl^ 
They were all struck for thee ! naught tliat I am^ 
Not for Uieir own demerits, but for mine. 
Fell Slaughter on their souls ! 

MaL Be this the whetstone of your sword : let grief 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it 

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyas 
And braggart wiih my tongue! — But, gentle Heaven, 
Cut short all intermission ; front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself; 
Within my sword's length set him ; if be 'scape. 
Heaven forgive him too. J|£«««f. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCEKB I. 

Lady Macbbth's Rooms, in the Castle at Dunsinane* 

Enter a Gentlewoman and a Physician. 

P&y. I have tvro nights watch'd with you, but can 
perceiTe . no truth in your rqport. When was it she 
Utttwalk'd? 

Gent, Since his majesty went into the field, I have 
seen her rise iProm her oed, throw her night-gown 
upon her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, 
write upon it, read it, afterwards seal it, and again 
return to bed | yet all this while in a most f last sleep. 

PAy* ^hat at any time have you heard her say i 

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report after her. 

Phy. You. may, to me ; and 'tis most meet you 
sihoula. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one; having no wit- 
ness to confirm my speech.— ^Lo you, here she comes! 
This is her very giiise ; and, upon my life, fast aUeep, 
Observe her; stand dose. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, with a Taperx 

Phy. How came she by that light ? 

Gent. Why, it stood by her : she has hght by her 
continually ; 'tis her command. 

PAy. You see her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Phy. What is it she does now ? Look, how she 
rubs her hands. 

Gent It is an accustomed action with her^ to oeew 
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thus washing her hands ; I have known her 
in this a quarter of ao hour. 

Lady> Yet here's a spot. 

Phy. Hark, she speaks. 

Lady, Out, damned spot I out, I say '— -Oi 
Why, then, 'tis time to do't ! — Hell is murk 
my lord, fie ; a soldier, and afeard ? what 
fear who knows it, when none can call our 
account ?— Yet who would have thought th< 
to have had so much blood in him I 

Phy» Do you mark that I 

Lady* The thane of File had a wife ; wh( 
now ? — What, will these hands ne'er be cl< 
No more o* that, my lord, no more o* that : 
all with this starting. 

Phy» Go to, go to; you have known \ 
should not. 

Genu She has spoke what she should i 
sure of that ; Heaven knows what she has I 

Lady, Here's the smell of the blood stil 
perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this Y\\ 
Oh! oh! oh! 

Pky, What a sigh is there ! The heart 
charged. 

Gent, I would not have such a heart in n 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Lady, Wash your hands, put on your nig 
look not so pale :— -— I tell you yet again, 
buried: he cannot come out of his grave. 

Phy. Even so ? 

Lady. To bed, to bed; there's knockic 
gate. Came, come, come, come, give me y( 
what's donoi cannot be undone : To bed, t 
bed. \ExU Lady \ 

Phy, Will she now go to bed? 

Gent, Directly. 

Phy, More needa ^V^ vVva divine than I 
cian%* 
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Look after her ; 

Remove from her the raeans of all annoyance^ 

And still keep eyes upon her.— 

Good Ueaveoy forgive us all I 

[Exeunt Physician and Gentlewoman. 



SCENE II. 

A Hall in the Castle ofDunsinane. 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums^ 

Enter Macbeth and six Gentlemen* 

Macb, Bring me qo more reports ; let them fly all; 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinaney 
I cannot tamt with fear. What's the boy Malcolm f 
Was not he bom of woman ? The spirits that know 
All mortal consequence have pronounced me thus: 
'' Fear not, Macbeth, no man, that's bom of woman, 
" Shall e'er have power on thee."— Then fly, false 

thanes, 
Andmingle with the English epicares : 
rhe mind I sway b^, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never sagg with doubti nor shake with fear. 



Enter Second Officer. 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced loon I 
Where got'st thou that goose look ? 

2 Offl There is ten thousand-—— 

Macb* Geese, villain ? 

2 Off. Soldiers, sir. 

Mach. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear^ 
Thou lily-liver'd boy ! What soldiers, patch ? 
Death of thv soul ! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face i 

2 Of* The English force, so pVea&e ^o\x. 
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Macb. Take thy face hence.^ lEsii OrriCBR. 
Seyton ! — 1 am sick at heart. 
When I behold — Seyton, 1 say !— This push 
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 
I have lived long enough i my way of life 
Is fallen bto the sear, the yellow leaf: 
And that, which should accompany old age. 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
1 must not look to have : but^ in their steady 
Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth*honout, breath, 
Which the poer heart would fain deny, but dare not. 
Seyton!— r- 

Enier Sbttok» 

S^. What is your gracious pleasure ? 
Mach. What tiews more ? 
Sey. All is confirmed, my lord, which was riniorted. 
Macb. I'll fight, till from my bones my nesh be 
hackM.— 
Give me my armour. 

S^> 'Tis not needed yet. 
Jmicb. I-il piit it on«— - 

EtUer Physician. 

Send out more horses, skirr the country round ; 
Hang those that talk of fear.— [Exit Ssytok. 

How does your patient, doctor ? 

Phy, Not so sick, my lord, 
As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies. 
That keep her from her rest. 
Macb* Cure her of that : 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased ; 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow; 

R^e out the written troubles of the brain ; 

And, with some sweet oblivious antidote. 

Cleanse the foul bqsom ot that perilous stufl^ 

Which weighs upon the heaTt ^ 
Phy. Theroia iVve ipatiejiX 

Must miDiBter to \i\ma«\^. 
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Enter Sbyton, toith the Kin^s Truncheon, and a 
6£MTLEMAKy with kk ArmouT. 

Machn Throw physic to the dogs, PU none of it— 
GWe me my staff: — 

Seyton, send out: — Doctor, the thanes fly from me!-«# 
If thou could'sty doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease. 
And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 
I would applaud thee to the very echo. 
That should applaud again—- 
What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug. 
Would scour these English hence?— -Hearest thou of 
them? 

Phy. Ay, my good lord, your royal preparation 
Makes us bear s<miething. 

Macb. Bring it afber me.— 
I will not be afttiid of death and bane, 
TiJl Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. 

[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. — [Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Birnam Forest. — A March. 

Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, Lenox, 
RossE, and Soldiers. 

MaL Cousins, I hope the days are near at hand. 
That chambers will be safe. 

Macd. We doubt it nothing. 

Sifjo. What wood is this before ns ? 

Len. The wood of Birnam. 

Mai. Let every soldier hew him down a bough. 
And bear't before him ; thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make d\%coN«;T^ 
Err in report of us. 

f2 
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Len. It shall be done. 

Rosse. We learb no other, but the confident tyra 
Keeps still in Dunsinanet and will endure 
Gur sietting down before't. 

Macd. 'Tis his main hope : 
For where there is advantage to be goi^ir. 
Both more and less have given him the revolt^ p 
And none serve with him but constrain'd thii^ 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Sfw. Let o^r just censures 
Attend the true event, and pi^t we on 
Industrpus soldter^ip. 
' Macd, The time approaches^ 
That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we have, and what we owe^ 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ; 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate : 
Towards which advance the war. 

IMarch.'^Exeunt into the Wo9i 



SC£]^E IV. 

The Ramparts of the Castle at Dunsinane. 
Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. 

Enter Macbeth, Seyton^ and Ajtbnbants. 

Macb. Hang out our banners on the outiivard w^ 
The cry is still •* iThey come;*' Our castle's strebg 
Will laugh a siege to Scorn : here let them lie> 
Till famine, and the ague, eat them up : 
Were they not forced with those that should be oa 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
An4 b<^at them backward home. 

\.A Crt^ xuilhin of Worn 
What ib that noise ^. 



. I 
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Sey. It is the cry of women, good my lord. 

[Exit Skyton. 

Mach. I have almost forgot the tasi^ of fears ; 
The time has been my senses would ha?c cool'd 
To hear a night-shriek ; and ray fell of hair 
Would ait a dismal treatise rouse, and stir 
As life were in't : I have supp'd full with horrors; 
Direnessy familiar to my slaughtVous thoughts. 
Cannot once st^rt vie. • 

EfUer S^YTo^. 

Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey* llie queen, my lord, is dead* 
Mach, She should have died hereafter; 
There w^uld have been a time for such a word.— 
To-naoiTow, and to*morrQw, and-rto-morrow 
Creeps in this petty paoe from day to day, ' 
/f Q tfa^ last syllable of recorded time ; 
Aiid all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
Life's but a walking shadow ; a poor player. 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, 
And then is he^d no more ; it is a tale ' 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 

Signifying nothing 

■ • . , » ■ ■ '. 

Enter First Officer. 

Thou comest to use thy tongue : thy story quickly. 

1 Offi Gracious my lord, 
J should report that which, I say, I saw, 
But know not how to do't. 

Macb. Well, say, sir. 

1 Qffl As 1 did stand my watch upon the hill, 
I lookM toward Birnam, and anon, methougbt^ 
The wood began to move. 

Mach Liar and slave \ 
, 1 Of. Let me andure your wralb, vt»\.b^ Xk^X.ift - 
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Within this three mite you may see it coming; 
I say, a moving grove. 

Mach. If thou speak'st false', 
Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive^ 
Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth, 
I care not if thou dost for me as much : — 
I pull in resolution ; and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend. 
That lies like truth : — '* Fear not, till Birnara wood 
Do come to Dunsinane :" — and now a wood 
Comes towards Dunsinane — Arm, arm, and out!— 
If this which he avouches does appear. 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 
I 'gin to be a-weary of the sun. 
And wish the state o* the world were now undone.-^ 
King the alarum bell : — Blow, wind ! come, wrack! 
At least we'll die with harness on our back ! 

[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. — Exeunt, 



SCENE V. 

A Plain be/bre the Castle at Dunsinane* 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. 

Malcolm, Si ward, Macduff, Lenox, and Sol- 
diers, tvUh Boughs, discovered, ^ 

Mah Now near enough ; your leafy screens throw 
down. 
And show like those you are : — ^You, worthy uncle, 
Shall, with my cousin, your right noble son, 
Lead our first battle : worthy Macdufi^, and we. 
Shall take upon us what else remains to do. 
According to our order. 
Len, This way, my \ot4i> l\x^ ca&tk's gently ren- 
dered. 

4& 
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jStw. Do we but find the tyraat's power to-njght^ 
Let U8 be beaten if we cannot fi^ht. 

Macd, Make all our trumpets speak : give them 
all breathy 
Those damorous harbingers of blood and death. 
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A Court in the Castle at Dunsinane, 

« • 

Alarums. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach They have tied me to a stake ; I canpot fljr. 
But, bear*like, I must fight the course.— -What's he. 
That was not bom o£ woman i Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. [Marums.i'^ExU. 

Enter Macduef and Soldiers. 

Macd* That way the noise is : — ^Tyran^ show thy 
face; 
If thou be'st slain, and with no stroke of mine. 
My wife and children's ghosts will haunt me still. 
I cannot strike at wretched kernes, whcMii^ arm% 
Are hired to bear their staves ; either thou, Macbeth, 
Or else my sword, with an unbatter'd edge, 
I sheathe again undeeded. 
L.^t m^ find him, fort^me ! and 
More I beg not. lAlarums^^ExturU. 
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scENB yii« 

The Gates of the Castle at Dunmidne. 
Alarums. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Mach, Why should I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives^ the gashes 
Do better upon them. 

Enter Macduff. 

Mood. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Mach. Of all men else I have atoided thee: 
But get thee back, my soul is too much charged 
With blood of thine already^ 

Macd. I have no words, 
My voice is in my sword ; thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out! \_Fight, — Alarums. 

Mach. Thou losest labour : 
As easy may*st thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen sword impress, as make me bleed: 
I.ct fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 
I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd. Despair thy charm ; 
And let the angel, whom thou still hast served, 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely rippM. 

Mach. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man ! 
And be these juggling fiends no more believed, 
That palter with us in a double sense ; 
That keep the word of promise to our ear, 
And break it to out \\o\j^.— VWxv^^-^^^t with thee. 
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Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the show and gaze o' the time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 
Painted upon a pole, and underwrite, 
** Here you may see the tyrant.*' 

Macb. I will not yield 
To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's ftet, 
And to be baited with the rabble's curse ! 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, 
And thou opposed, being of no woman born. 
Yet I will try the last ; — 
Lay on, Macduff; 

And damn'd be him that first cries, *' Hold ! enough." 
[ Alarums* — They Jight'^M acbeth Jails. 

Macb. *2'is done ! the scene of life will quickly close. 
Ambition's vain delusive dreams arejled^ 
And now I wake to darkness^ guilt, and horror.'-' 
I cannot rise : — / dare not askjbr mercy 
It is too late ; — hell drags me down ; — / sink, 
I sink ;— my soul is lost for ever I— Oh I — Oh /— 

[Dies. 

Flourish of TrurnpeH and Drums..^ Shout, Sfc. 

Enter Malcolm, Rosse, Lenox, Siward, Gen- 
tlemen, and Soldiers. 

Macd. Hail, king! for so thou art: the time is 
free: 
I see thee compassed with thy kingdom's pearl. 
That speak my salutation in their minds ; 
Whose voices I desire aloud with naine, 
Hail, King of Scotland ! 

AIL King of Scotland, hail ! 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. 

MaL We shall not spend a large expence of time. 
Before we reckon with your several loves. 
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And make us even with you. My thanes and ki 

men* 
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour named. What's more to do. 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 
We will perform in measure, time, and place : 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one. 
Whom we invite to see us crown'd at Scone. 

[Fhuriih of Trumpets ami Dntm$„-^Eieh 
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REMARKS. 



The fable of this admired tragedy, however ro- 
mantic it may appear, is founded on real events, 
which took place in Verona, at the beginning of the 
fourteenth century. 

• Mr Malone says^ that *' Breval, in his travels, on 
a strict inquiry mto the histories of Verona, found, 
that Shakspeare had varied very little from the truth, 
either in the names, characters, or other circum** 
stances of this play." 

Such an extraordinary and affecting story as that 
of Romeo and Juliet soon became the subject of 
poems, novds, and other literary works all over Italy, 
. and from thence found its way into other countries* 
A poem, from this little Italian history, by Mr 
Arthur Brooke, is, supposed to have been the pro- 
duction from whence Shak^eare formed the pre- 
sent drama. 

The following title, according to the fashion of 
those distant days, was affixed to that poem : — 

*< The tragical History of Romeus and Juliet, con- 
tauiing a rare Example of true Constancie : with the 
subtill Councels and Practices of an oU Fryer, and 
their ill Event." 



^ RBMARKt* 

Shakspeare has produced, from this ** Tragical 
History/' one of his most admirable plays : Yet, had 
the subject fallen to Otway's pen, though he would 
have treated it less excellently, he would have reiH 
dered it more afBscUng. 

** Romeo and Juliet" is called a pathetic tragedy, 
but it is not so in reality. It charms the understand- 
ing, and delights the imaginalion, without meltings 
though it toudies, the heart. 

The reason that an auditor or reader cannot feel 
a powerful sympathy in the sorrows of these fervent 
lovers is, because they have witnessed the growth cif 
their passion from its birth to its maturity^ and do 
not honour it with that warmth of sentiment as if 
they had conceived it to have been of longer dura- 
tion ; fixed by time« and rendered more tender by 
familiarity. 

The ardour of the youthful pair, like the fervency 
of children, gives high amusement, without much 
anxiety that their wishes, should be accomplished— 
they have been so suddenly enamoured of each other, 
that it seems matter of doubt whether they would not 
as quickly have fallen in love a second time, or as 
soon have become languid through satie^, if all ob- 
stacles to their bliss had been removed. Shakspeare 
has shown himself versed in the passion of love be- 
yond other dramatists, by giving it this wild, vehe- 
ment, yet childish tendency. 

Tlie illustrious author of this drama well knew, 
that the passion of love, in the young, is seldom con- 
stant, as poets de&ct\be \i)b>\t. fickle as violent* In 
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Ins just knonfledge of the human heart, then, he has 
giveo« in the original play, a less stable character to 
this soft passion than is eren here described ; for, in 
the original, Romeo commences the tragedy with 
fiighing for RosaUne, and ends it by dying for Juliet. 
Sudi was Shakspeare's respect for the consistency of 
a lover. 

. The play is certainly made much more interesting 
by the alteration, which omits all mention of the be- 
loved, and then forsaken, Rosaline; yet surely, by 
the exclusion of that circumstance, an incident but 
too naturd, is lost. 

As Shakspeare found those hasty, inconsiderate, 
lovers, unable in themselves to protect his drama, 
be provided ample means of support in the additional 
characters. In these he has combined the most va- 
ried excellence ; — the mirthful elegance of Mercutio, 
the comic humour of the Nurse, the sage reasoning . 
of the Friar, together with a whole group of no less 
natural, though less prominent, persons. 

The events which he caused to arise from his plot, 
the numerous and important occurrences that are 
perpetually diversifyiog the scene, and aiding the 
effect of the characters and fable, united with them, 
have drawn from his great commentator the declara- 
' tion, that ** this play is one of the most pleasing of 
our author's performances." 

But, with all the genuine merit of this play, it sel- 
dom attracts an elegant audience. The company, 
thatf requent the side-boxes, will not come to a tra- 
gedy> wdsss to weep in torrenia-— mA^*^R««»»»^»^ 

a2 
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Juliet" will not draw even t eopho^ shower of 

tears. 

. Garrick altered the play to its present state, and 

himself performed Romeo, but with no impressive 

talents. Mrs Gibber's Juliet was held superior. 

Love, in Garrick's description, never seemed meie 

thain a fabulous sensation. 

It is said, in the *^ Roscius Anglicanus," that Jameg 
Howard, Esq. made alterations in this drama previooi 
to Garrick's ; and that, being of a compassionate dis- 
position, he preserved the lives of both Romeo and 
Juliet, and ended the play happily^ It is also added, 
that when Sir William Davenant was manager of the 
theatre, he had the original and the altered play sl« 
temately performed for several nights together ; thus 
consulting the different tastes of the auditors for jojr 
or for sorrow. 

The Italian author, who first related the sad story 
t>n which this drama has been founded, gives the fol- 
lowing account of the punishment inflicted on those 
persons, who acted as accomplices in the unfortunate 
death of these lovers. 

** Juliet's female attendant (Shakspearc's Nurse) 
was banished for concealing the marriage. 

*' The apothecary, for selling the poison, was tor- 
tured, condemned, and hanged. 

** Friar Laurence was permitted to retire to a her- 
mitage, near Verona, where he ended his days in 
penitence ; while Romeo's servant was set at liberty, 
because he had only acted in obedience to his mas^ 
ter's orders." 
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Friar John 

Apothecary 
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Mr I. Wallack. 
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Mr Dje Camp, 
Mr R, PhilUpt. 
Mr Oooke, 
Mr I. West. 
Miss Carr, 
Mr "Ray. 
Mr Wallack. 
Mr Ckatterley* 
Mr Evans. 
Mr Penley* 



COVENT GaRDBT. 

Mr Ciaremant. 

Mr Hamertcm. 
Mr CresmelL 
Mr Egerton. 
Mr Conway, 
Mr Jones. 
Mr Jefferies, 
Mr Jbarrymon, 
Mr Murray, 
Mr HowelL 
Mr Treby, 
Master Chapman, 
Mr Duruset, 
Mr Sarjant, 
Mr Atkins. 
Mr Crumptotk 
Mr Simmons, 
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Gentlemen^ friends to Montague, and to Capulet'^Mesk' 
ers — CkoristerSj and Assistants^ at Juliet's Funeral-' 
Officers and Guards, attendant on the Prince. 

SCENE— Once, in the fifth Act, at Mantua,*— ««? * 
(fr near, VERONAy during the rest of the Play. 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENX I, 

A Street. 

Enter Gregory and Samson* 

'8am. Gregory, o* my word, we*]] not carry coals. 
Gre. No.; for then should we be colliers. 
Sam, Gregory, I strike quickly, being moved. 
€hre: But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 
' Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves me. 
Gre. Draw thy tool then ; for here comes two of 
the house of the Montagues. 

« Sam, My naked weapon is out : Quarrel ; I will 
back thee : But let us take the law of our sides : 
* Xet them begin* 

Gre. I will frown, as I pass by ; and let them take 
it as they list. ' 

- Sam. l^ay, as they dare. I will bit6 my thuinlb «& 
them ; which is a dii^race to them, \i tVie^ \i«w Vi** 
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Enter Abram and Bai^thasak. 

BaU Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam, I do bite my thomby sir. 

Bal. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. Is the law on our side, if I say— ay ? 

Gre. No. 

Sam, Noy sir^ I do not bite my thumb at you, sir : 
but I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir ? 

Bai. Quarrel, sir ? no, sir. 

Sam. If you do, sir, I am for you ; I serve as good 
a man as you. 

Bal. No better, sir. 

Sam, Well, sir. 

Gre. Say — better; here comes one of my nusCet'f 
kinsmen. 

Sam, Yes, better, sir. 

Bal, You lie. 

Sam. Draw, if you be men.>«-.Gr^ory, remeoAer 
thy swashing blow. [[ They Jgk 

m 

Enter Benvolio. 

Ben, Part, fools ; put up your swords ; Tou know 
not what you do. iBeais doom thetr tmpow* 

Enter Tybalt, ^h his suford draicn. 

Tyh, What, art thou drawn among these heart* 
less hinds I 
Turn thee, Benvolio ; look upon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keep the peace ; put up thy sword; 
Or manage it, to part these ipen with me^ 

Tyh. What,, drawn, and talk of peace I I hate the 
word 
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee c 
Have at tliee, coward. [Theyji^* 
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[[Capulbts and Montaqubs withoui.'\ 

MorUagues> DQwn with the Capulets ! 
Capulets^ Down with the Montagues ! 

[Bell rhfgB, 

[Capulbt mthaut.] 

Cap. Give me my sword ! Old Montague is come, 
nd flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Sn/^r Montagus and his Friendsy and Capulbt 
ijoith his Friends, all armed. 

Mmu Thou villain, Capulet ! [ They aU fight. 

Enter the Prince and his Attendants. 

Prince. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 

rofaners of this neighbour-stained steel, 

Q pain of torture, from those bloody hands 

brow your mistemper'd weapons to the ground, 

nd hear the sentence of your moved Prince-— 

bree civil broils, bred of an airy word, 

Y you, old Capulet, and Montague, • 

ave thrice disturbed the quiet of our town : 

' ever you affright our streets again, 

our lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.— 

or this time, all the rest depart away : 

ou, Capulet, shall go along with me ; 

nd^ Montague, come you this afternoon, 

o know our further pleasure in this case. 

nee more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

[Exeunt all hut Montague and Bbnvolio. 
Man. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach ? 
peak, nephew, were you by, when it began ? 
Ben* Here were the servants of our adversary, 
nd yours, close fighting, ere I did approach : 
drew to part them ; in the instant came 
be fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared ; 
niicb» as he breathed defiance to my eans, 
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He swung about bis head, and cut the winds ^ 
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
'Till the prince came. 

Maiu O, where is Komeo ? Saw you him to-day?— 
Right glad I am, he was not at this brawl. 

Ben> My lord, an hour before the worshiped sod 
Peered forth the golden window of the easti 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, — underneath the grove of sycamore, 
That westward rooteth from the city's side,— 
So early walking did I see your son : 
Towards him I made; but he was 'ware of me, 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 
I, measuring his affections by my own,— 
That most are busied when they're most alone,— ^ 
Pursued my humour, not pursuing his. 
And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me. 

Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen, 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew ; 
But, all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed. 
Away from light steals home my heavy son, 
And private in his chamber pens himself; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out, 
And makes himself an artificial night : 
Black and portentous must this humour prove, 
Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben* My noble uncle, do you know the cause } 

Moru I neither know it, nor can learn it of liim. 

Ben, Have you importuned him by any mealBS \ 

Mon. Both by myself and many other friends: 
But he, his own affections' counsellor. 
Is to himself— I will not say, how true- 
But to himself so secret and so close. 
So far from sounding and discovery. 
As is the bud bit with an envidus w^rm, 
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re he «an spread his sweet leaves to the air, 
>r dedicate his beauty to the sun. 

BeiL So please yoo, sir* Mercudo and myself 
re most near to him ;-— be it that our years, 
irthsy fortunes, studies, inclinations^ 
Erasure the rule of his, I know not ; but 
rienddiip still loves to sort him with his like ;*- 
7e will attempt upon his privacy : 
jod could we learn from whence his sorrows grow, 
fe would as willingly give cure as knowledge* 

Mon. 'Twill bind us to you : Good Benvolio, go. 

Ben. We'll know his grievance, or be much denied. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IT. 



Another Street, 



Enter Cafulet, Paris, and Peter. 

Cap. And Montague is bound, as well as I, 
I penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, 1 think, 
3r men so old as we to keep the peace* 
Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both ; 
nd pity 'tis, you lived at odds so long.— 
at now, my lord, what say you to my suit ? 
Cap, But saying o'er wmu I have said before : 
[y child is yet a stranger in the world, 
le hath not seen the change of eighteen years ; ' 
et two more summers wither in their pride^ 
re we may think her ripe to be a wife. 
Par, Younger than she are happy mothers mad&* 
Cap, And too soon marr'd are those so early made* 
lie earth hath swallow'd all my hopes but her : 
It woo her, gentle P&ris, get her heart ; 
Q she agree, within her scape of -choice 

B 
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Lies my consent, so woo her, gentle 
This night I hold an old accostom'd feast. 
Whereto I have invited many a friend. 
Such as I love ; and you, among the reaL— > 
Go, sirrah, trudge alMMit [Gives Psm m paper. 
Through fair Verona ; find those persons out^ 
Whose names are written there, and to them ssj. 
My house and welcome on their (Measures sUq^—- 
Once more, most welcome. Count ; go in ?Hth me* 



SCENE III, 

A Wood near VerotKU 

Romeo passes through the Wood* 

Enter Mercutio and Benvolio. 

Mer. See, where he steals.— Told I you not, Bco* 
volio, 
That we should find this melancholy Cupid 
Lock'd in some gloomy covert under key 
Of cautionary silence, with his arms 
Threaded like these cross boughs, in sorrow's knot I 

Rc'cnter Romeo. ' 

Sen* Good-morrow, cousin. 
Jtom, Is the day so young ^ 
Bert^ But new struck nine. 
Rom, Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 
Mer. Fr'ythee, what sadness lengthens Romeo's 
hours ? 

Rom. Not having that, which, haying, makes them 
short. 
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Ben. In love, me seems ! 
Alas, that love, so gentle in his view. 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Rom. Where shall we dine ? — O me ! — iCousin 
Benvolio, 
What was the fray this morning with the Capuletff ? 
Yet tell me not ; for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate ; but more with love :— 
IfOve, heavy lightness ! serious vanity i 
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms !— . 
This love feel I ! but such my froward fate. 
That there I love, where most I oc^ht to hate. 
Dost thou not laugh, my friend? — O, Juliet, Juliet! 

Sen* No, coz, I rather weep. 

Bimu Good heart, at what^ 

Beu. At thy good heart's oppression. 

Mer» Tell me, in sadness, who she is you love. 
om» In sadness then, I love a woman. 

Mer* I aim'd so near, when I supposed you loved. 

Ram, A right good marksman 1— And she's fair I 
love ; 
But knows not of my love : 'twas through my eyes 
The shaft empierced my heart ; chance gave the 

wound 
Which time can never heal : no star befriends me ; 
To each sad night succeeds a dismal morrow ; 
And still *tis hopeless love, and endless sorrow. 

Mer, Be ruled by me ; forget to think of her. 

Rom. O, teach me how I should forget to think ! 

Mcr. By givini; liberty unto thine eyes : 
Take thou some new infection to thy heart, 
And the rank poison of the old will die : 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom, He that is strucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair ;— . 
What doth h^r beauty serve, but as a nolie 
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Remembering me, who pa«t that passing fair i 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Mer. I warrant thee ; if thon'lt but stay to hesr. 
To-nifht there is an ancient splendid feast 
Kept by old Capulet, our enemy. 
Where all the beauties of Verona meet. 

Rom. At Capulet's ? 

Mcr. At Capulet'Sy my friend : 
Go there ; and, with an unattainted eye. 
Compare her face with some that I sludl show, 
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout religion of mine e3res 
Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to firet» 
And bum the heretics ! All- seeing Phoebus 
Ne'er saw her match, since first his course began. 

Mer. Tut, tut, you saw her fair, none else beingb; 
Herself pois'd with herself; but let be weigh'd 
Your lady-love against some othAr fair. 
And she will show scant well. 

Rom, I will along, Mercutio. 

Mer. 'Tis well : Look to behold at this high feai 
Earth- treading stars, that make dim heaven's lights 
Hear all, see all, try all; and like her mosty 
That most shall merit thee. • 
: Rom. My mind is changed :— 
I will not go to-night. 

Mer. Why, may one ask ? 

Rom* I dreamt a dream toruight. 

Mer. Ha ! ha ! a dream ? 
O, then, I see. Queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she*comes. 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-fioger of an alderman. 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noses, as they lie asleep : 
Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners' legs.; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 
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The traces, of the smallest spider's web ; 
The coUarSy of the moonshine's wat*ry beams : 
Her whip> of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film : 
Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat» 
Not half so big as a round little worm 
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid : 
Her chariot is an empty hazel nut. 
Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub. 
Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers :— - 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love : 
On tourtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight : 
O'er doctors' fingers, who straight dream on fees : 
O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream t 
Sometimes she gallops o'er a lawyer's nose. 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit : 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail* 
Tickling a parson as he lies asleep. 
Then dreams he of another benefice t 
Sometimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats. 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ears ; at which he starts and wakes ; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or twOf 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab— 

Rom, Peace, peace ; 
Thou talk'st of nothing. 

JUer. True, I talk of dreams; 
Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 
Wnich is as thin of substance as the air. 
And more unconstant than the wind. 

Sen, This wind, you talk of, blows us from our- 
selves ; 
And we shall come too late. 

Bom* I fear too early ; for my mind misgives 

b2 
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Some ooDseqoence, yet hanging in the si 
From this night's revels. — Lead, my gallac 

\^Exeunt Bemvoi^io and 
Let come what may, once more I will be 
My Juliet's eyes; drink deeper of afflict! 
I'll watch the time ;. and, mask'd froni ol 
Make known my sufferings, but conceal 
Though hate and discord 'twixt our sires 
Let in our hearts dwell love and ^aidless 



SCENE IV. 



A Room in Capuiei*s House. 




Enter Lady Capulet, meeting the 

La, Cap. Nurse, where's my daughtc 
forth to me. 

Nurse. Now, by my faith, 
I hade her come. — What, lamb ! what, 1 
Heaven forbid i where's this girl ? — Wh 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul. How now, who calls ? 
Nurse. Your mother. 
Jul. Madam. I am here. 
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La^ Cap. She's not eighteen. 
' Nurse. 1*11 lay eighteen of my teeth,-— 
'And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I've but eighth- 
She's not eighteen : How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide ? 

La, Cap* A fortnight and odd days. 

Nhrse, Even or odd^ of all days in the year 
Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be eighteen. 
Susan and she— Heaven rest all christian souls !— - 
Were of an age. — Well, Susan is in Heaven ; 
She was too good for me.-— But, as I said, 
On Lammas*eve at night shall she be eighteen ; 
That shall she, marry : I remember it well ; 
'Tis since the earthquake now just fifteeh years : 
And she was wean'd^r-— I never shall forget it, — 
Of all the days of the year, upon that dby : 
For I had then laid wormwood to my breast. 
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall ;— 
My lord and you were then at Mantua ;— 
Nay, I do bear a brain : — But, as I said, 
"When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 
Of the breast, and Felt it bitter, pretty fool ! 
To see it tetchy, and fall out with the breast. 
Shake, quoth the dove-hoose : *twas no need I trow. 
To bid mft trudge : — 
And since that time it is now fifteen jrears ; 
For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood, 
:She could have run and waddled all about; 
For, even the day before, she broke her brow : 
And then my husband — ^heaven be with his soul ! 
'A was a merry man ; — took up the child: 
Tea, quoth he, doit thou Jail upon thyjacef 
TAott wilt fall bfickxioardj token thou hast more tor/ ; 
Wilt thou notf Jute f — and by my holy dam. 
The pretty wench left crying, and said — Ay, 
To see now how a jest shall come about 1 
I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, • 
I never should forget x-^WiU thou not, JMkf quoth 
he: 
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Andy pretty fool ! it stinted, and said — Ay> 

JuL And stint thou too, I pray thee» nurse^ say I. 

Nurse. Peace, I have done. Heaven mark thee 
to its grace 1 
Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nursed : 
An I might live to see thee married oncey 
I have my wish. 

La. Cap. And that same marriage is the very 
theme 
I came to talk of. — ^Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married ? 

JtiL It is an honour that I dream not oT. 

Nurse. An honour ! Were not I thine only mase, 
I'd say, thou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat. 

La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now ; younger 
than you. 
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem. 
Are made already mothers : by my count, 
I was your mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief i^ 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his Jove. 

Nurse. A man, young lady,— lady, such a man 
As all the world — Why, he's a man of wax* 

La* Cap. Verona's summer hath not such a flower. 

Nurse. Nay, he's a flower ; in faith, a very flower. 

La. Cap. What say you ? Can you like of Paris' 
love ? 

Jul. I'll look to like, if looking liking move : 
But no more deep will I endart my eye. 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

Enter Peter. 

Pit. Madam, the guests are come, and brave ones, 
all in masks. You are call'd ; my young lady ask'd 
for; the nnrse cursed in the pantry; supper almost 
ready to be served up ; and every thing in extre- 
mity. I must hence to wait. 

La. Cap. We follow thee. {^Exeunt 



I 
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i SCENE V. 

A Hull in Capulet*s House. 

CAPULETy mth the Prince, Paris« Tybalt, and 
other Gentlemen and Ladies^ masked^^SAH^ons 
and Gregory waitingy — discovered. 

Enter Juliet, Lady Capulet, and Nurse. 

Cap. GentlemeDf welcome ! Ladies that have their 

feet 
.IJnplagued with corns» will have a bout with you :•«- 
Ah ah, my mistresses I which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 

she 
I'll swear hath oorns : Am I come near you now ?«-» 

Snter Peter, showing in Mercutio, Romeo, and 

Senvolio. 

You're welcome, gentlemen.^— Pve seen the day^ 

That I have worn a visor ; and could tell 

A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear, 

Such as would please ::—>'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis 

gone.-* 
More light, y^ knaves ; and turn the tables up, 
And quench the fire ; the room is grown too hot« 

[Music 

Rom, Cousin Benvolio, do you mark that lady 
^hich doth enrich the hand of yonder gentleman ? 

Sen. I do. 
, .. JtKm* O, she doth teach the torches to bum bright:! 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of mght» 
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Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop*8 ear* 
The measure done, I'll wait her to her place. 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Be still, be still, my fluttering heart t 

Tjfb, This, by his voice, should be a Monta^pie, 
Come hither, cover'd with an antique face. 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity : 
Now, by the stock and honour of my race. 
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

Cap^ Why, how now, kinsman ? wherefore stom 
you thus i 

Tub. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ! 
A villain, that is hither come in spite. 
To scorn and flout at our solemnity* 

Cap, Young Komeo, is't? 

Tyb, That -villain Romeo. 

Cap, Content thee, gentle cos ; let him akMi; 
He bears him like a courtly gentleman : 
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him. 
To be a virtuous and well-govem'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all this town. 
Here in my house, do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him* 

Tyb» It fits when such a villain is a guest i 
I'll not endure him. 

Cap. He shall be endured : 
Am i the master here, or you ? Go to : 
Be quiet, cousin, or III make you quiet. 

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler meetingi 
Makes my flesh tremble in their difierence. 
I will withdraw ; but this intrusion shall, 
Kow seemlog sweet, convert to bitter galL 

\^EjfU Ttbalt. 
{^DanceJ^ 
Rom. If I profane with my unworthy hand [To Jul. 
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this* 

[^Kissei her hand. 
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JvL Good pDgriiDy you do wrong your hand too 

much; 

For palm to palm is holy palmers* kiss. 

, ^om* Have not saints Jips, and holy palmers too ? 

J%d. hjt pUgrira, lips that they must use in prayer. 

Rom. Thus> then, dear saint, let lips put up their 

prayer. {^Sdutes her. 

Nurse, Madam, your Hiother craves a word with 

you. 
Mer. What is her mother ? 
Nurse. Marry, bachelor, 
Her mother is the lady of the house^ 
And « eood lady, and a wise and virtuous. 
I nursed her daughter ; heiress to Lord Capulet : 
I tell you, he that can lay hold on her. 
Shall have the chinks. 
Mtr. Is she a Capulet ? 
Ben. Come, Romeo, let's be gone : the sport is 

over. 
Rem. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my mishap. 

[Going, 
Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone ; 
l¥e have a trifling foolish banquet towards*— 
Is it e'en so ? Why, then I thank you all ; 
i thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night*— 
More torches here!— Come on; and let's to sup* 
per. 
£Eaeuni Capulet, Lady Capulet, Prince, Pa- 
ris, Gentlemen, Ladies^ Samson, and Grb- 

OOEY« 

Jul. Come hither, nurse :-— What is yon gentle- 
man ? [Exit Benvolio. 
Nurse, The son and heir of old Tiberio. 
Jul. What's he that now is going out of door ? 

{^Exit Mercutio. 
Nurse. That, as I think, is young Mercutio. 
, Jul. What's he that follows there, that would not 
dance ? [\Exit Romso. 
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Nurse, I know not« 

Jul. Go> ask bis name. — [^ExU NuRsi. 

If he be married. 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed* 

Rc'Cnter NuRSs. 

Nurse* His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy* 

JuL My only love sprung from my only hate ! 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 

Nurse. What's this f what's this ? 

Jul. A rhyme I learn'd e'en now 
Of one I talk'd withal. [Capolbt wUhml. 

Cap. Why, Juliet! 

Nurse. Anon, anon.— - 
Come> let's away ; the strangers all are gone. 

l^Eiseni. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCBtJE I. 

An open Places adjoining CAPutEir's Garden. 

Enter Mercutio and Benvolio, who pass ony^-^and 

RoMEOf Jbllomng them. 

Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out. 

[Esit. 

Re-enter Benvolio and Mercutio^ 

Ben. Romeo! my cousin Romeo ! 

8 
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Mer. He is wise ; 
And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed. 

Btn. He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard 
wall : 
Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too — 
Why, Romeo ! humours ! madman ! passion !. lover ! 
Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh. 
Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied ; 
Cry but — Ah me I couple but — lo^it and d(yoe ; 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word, 
One nickname for her purblind son and heir : 
I conjure thee, by thy mistress's bright eyes, 
By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip. 
By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigb^ 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Beitm An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him* 

Mer, This cannot anger him : My invocation 
Is fair and honest ; and in his mistress' name 
I conjure, only to raise up him. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among those trees. 
To be consorted with the humorous night : 
Blind is his love, and best befits the dark. 

Mer» Romeo, good night: — I'll to my truckle-^ 
bed. 
This field-bed is too cold for me to deep : 
Come, shall we go ? 

Ben* Go, then ; for 'tis in vain 
To seek him herei that means not to be found* 

[ExeunU 

SCENE II. 

Capulet's Garden. 

Enter Romeo. 

Jiom. He jests at scars that never felt a wound. . 
[Juliet appears at a Bakont/j and sits dp/wn* 

c. 



26 KOMKO AND JULIET. [ACT il. 

But, Bod ! What light thro' yonder window breaks ! 

It is the east» and Juliet is the tun I 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 

Who is already sick and pale with grief. 

That thou, her maid, art far more fair than she^— * 

She speaks, yet she says nothing: What of that? 

Her eye discourses : I will answer it«— - 

I am too bold**— O, were those eyes in heaven, 

They would throu^ the airy region stream so brigfaty 

That birds would sing, and think it were'the monu— 

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand I 

Oh, that I were a glove upon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheek ! 

JuL Ah me ! 

Rom. She speaks, she speaks ! 
O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this sight, being o'er my head. 
As 18 a winged messenger of heaven 
To the up*tumed wondering eyes of mortals. 
When he bestrides the lazy*pacing clouds. 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul. O, Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Ro« 
meo? 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love. 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom, Shall 1 hear more, or shall I speak at this f 

Jul. 'Tis but thy name, that is my enemy :-^ 
What's in a name ? That which we call a rose. 
By any other name would smell as sweet ; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd. 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes. 
Without that title : — Romeo, quit thy name; 
And for that name, which is no part of thee. 
Take all myself. 

Rom» I take thee at thy word : [J ulibt starts Vjf* Ij 
Call me but love, I will forswear my name, i 

And never more be Romeo, f 
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Jtd. What man art thou> that> thus bescreen'd in 
night, 
So stumblest on my counsel ? n 

jRom. I know not how to tell thee who I am s 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself. 
Because it is an enemy to thee, 

JuL My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's uttering* yet I know the sound : 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague I 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee displease. 

JuL How cam'st thou hither ?-^teIl me,— and for 
what? 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place, death,— considering who thou art,-«- 
if any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch 
these walls ; 
For stony limits cannot hold love out : 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt : 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no stop to me. 

JuL If they do see theey they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eyet 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet. 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jul. I would not, for the world, they saw thee 
here. 
By whose direction found'st thou out this place I 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire ; 
l}e lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes^ 
1 am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash'd with the furthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Julf Thou know'st, the mask of night is on my 
face; 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek. 
For that which tliou hast heard me speak to*nightt 
Fain would 1 dwell on form ; fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke s«— Put fjarewe}) compliment ( 
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Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say^i— Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet» if thou swear'st^ 
Thou may'st prove false ; at lovers' perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love» pronounce it faithfully: 
Or, if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay. 
So thou wilt woo : but else, not for the world* 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou may'st think my 'haviour light: 
But trust me, gentleman, Hi prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou overheard'st, ere I was 'ware. 
My true love's passion ; therefore pardon me, 
And. not impute this yielding to light love. 
Which the dark night has so discovered* 
Rom^ Lady, by yonder blessed moon, I vow— 
Jtil. O swear not by the moon, the inconstant 
moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb ; 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 
Rom, What shall I swear by f 
Jul. Do not swear at all ; 
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self. 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
jA.nd I'll believe thee. 

Rom. If my true heart's love 

Jul. Well, do not swear : although I. joy in thee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night ; 
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden. 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be, 
Ere one can say, — It lightens. Sweet, good night ! 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breathy 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 

Good night, good night ! as sweet repose and rest 

Come to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 
Jlom* 0| wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied? 
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Jul» What satisfaction canst tliou have to*night ? 

Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for 
mine, i 

JuL I gave thee mine, before thou didstrequest it : 
^nd yet I would it were to give again. 

Rom. Would'st thou withdraw it ? for what pur- 
pose, love ? 

Jul, But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea. 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee. 
The more I have ; for both are infinite. — 
I hear some noise within. — Dear love, adieu ! ^ 

INurse mthin* 

Nurse, Madam ! 

Jul, Anon, good nurse !—— Sweet Montague be 
true.— 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [Exit Juliet* 

Ram. O blessed, blessed night ! I am aferad, 
Being in nighty all this is but a dream, 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re'Cnter Juliet. 

Jul, Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, 
indeed. 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow. 
By one that 1*11 procure to come to thee. 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I-ll lay, 
ADjd follow thee, my love, throughout'the world. 

Nurse. [Wilhin.'l Madam, — . 

JmL I come, anon :— But, if thou meanest not 
wejl, 
I do beseech thee, — 

Nurse. [WUhin,'^ Madam,—- 

Jul. By and by, I come :— 
To cease thy suit,. and leave me to my grief«T- 
To-morrow will I send* . 
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Rom. So thrive my soul,— - 

JuL A thousand times good night ! 

[Exit Juliet. 

Rom. A thousand ^mes the worse! to want thy 

light* Z^^ Romeo. 

Re-enter Juliet. 

Jul. Hist! Romeoy hist! — ^Oh, for a falconer's 
voice, 
To lure this tassel-gentle back again ! 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where Eelio lies, . 
And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Romeo entering. 

Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name :— 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night, 
Like softest musick to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romeo I 

Rom. My sweet 1 

JuL At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall I send to thee ? 

Rom, At the hour of nine. 

JuL I will not fail : 'tis twenty years 'till then.— 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rojn, Let me stand here till thou remember it, 

Jul. I shall forget, to have tlice still stand there^ 
Rememb'ring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. 'Tis almost morning ; I would have thee gone^ 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again^ 
So loving-jealous of its liberty* 

Rom, 1 would, 1 were thy bird* 

JuL Sweet, 60 would I : 
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Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing.—- 

Good nighty good night I Parting is such Bweet sor- 
row. 

That I shall say — Good night, ^till it be morrow* 

[Exit Juliet. 
Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy 
breast !— ^ 

Wouhl X were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest ! 

Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell ; 

JElis help to crave, and my dear hap to telL [Exii* 



SCENE in. 



^he Cloisters of a Convent* 



Enter Friar Laurence with a Basket. 

Lau. The grey-ey'd morn smiles on the frowning 
night, 
Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light : 
Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye. 
The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry, 
1 must up-fiil this osier cage of ours. 
With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers* 
O, 'mickle is the powerful grace that lies 
In plants, herbs* stones, and their trucT qualities ; 
For nought so vile that on the earth doth live. 
But to the earth some special good doth give : 
Nor aught so good, but, strain'd from that fair use, 
Revolts to vice, and stumbles on abuse : 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 
And vice sometimes by action dignified* 
Within the infant rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence, and med'cine power : 



SS now EO ANP JULIET. [ACt |f. 

For \iu8f being smelt, with that Benge chejers ^ 

part ; 
Being tasted, slays all senses with the hearl. 
Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man, as well as herbs ; Grace and rude Will ; 
^ndy where the worser is predominant. 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 

[^RoMso wUM. 

i^om. Good morrow, father! 

Lau. Benedicke J-^-* 
What early tongue so sweet saluteth me I 

Enter Romeo. 

Young son, it argues a distcmper'd head^ 
So soon to bid good-morrow to thy pillow : 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And where care lojdges sleep will never bide'; 
But, where with unstuft bram unbruised youth 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep resides; 
Therefore thy eariiness assureth me, 
Thou art up-rous'd by some distemp'rature. 
What is the matter, son I ' 

Rom, I tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 
1 have been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, to the heart's core, one hath wounded mej 
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physick lie. 

Lau* Be plain, good son, and homely ip thy drift. 

Rom, Then plainly know, my heart's dear los^ is 
•et 
On Juliet, Capulet's fair daughter : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine : 
But when, and where, and how, 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vowS} 
I'll tell thee as we pass : but this I beg, 
That thou consent to marry us to-day. 

Lau, Holy saint Francis !-^ 
But; tell me, son, and call thy reason hcnney 

1 



-SCENE IV.] ROMEO AND JULIET. 33 

Is not this love the ofi&pring of thy folly. 

Bred from thy wantonness and thoughtless hrain f . 

Be heedful, youth, and see thou stop betimes ; 

!Lest that thy rash ungovernable passions, 

O'erleaping duty and each due regard, 

Hurry thee on, through short-liv'd, dear-bought 

pleasures. 
To cureless woes and lasting penitence. 

Rom* 1 pray thee, chide me not : She whom I love, 
l^oth give me grace for grace, and love for love : 
T^o thou, With neaven, smile upon our union ; 
"Do not withhold thy benediction from us, 
But make two hearts, by holy marriage, one. 
• JLaiu Well, come, my pupil ; go along with me : 
In one respect, I'll give thee my assistance ; 
For this alliance may so happy prove^ 
To turn your household rancour to pure love. 

Rom* O, let us hence; love stands on sudden 
haste. 

Xatf • Wisely^ and slow : They stumble that run 
fast. [Exeur^ 



•«C£HEIV. 



A Street. 



E;i^er Benvolio anc^ Mercutio. 

Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo be? 
Came he not home to-night ? 

Beiu Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man. 

Mer. Why, that same pale hard-hearted wench, 
tiiat Juliet, torments him so, that he will sure run 
mad. 
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Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman to old Cspulet, 
Both sent a letter to his father's house. 

Mer. A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Uomeo will answer it. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead! 
■tabb'd with a n liite wench's black eye ; run throygli 
the car with a love-song; the very pin of liistieiit 
cicfl with the blind ban- -boy's but-ahatl 1 — Antl is be 
a man to encounter Tybalt ? 

Ben. Why, what b Tybalt f 

Mer. O, he's the courageous captain of conipii- 
nients: He lights, as yon sing prick-song; kee^ 
time, distance, and proportion ; rests mc hi« nimn 
rest, — one, two, and the third in your bosom: l)e 
very butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duelliB; 
a gentleman of the very first house, — of the fimud 
tecond cause: Ah, the immortal pas&ado I tbepunu 
revei^o ! the bay ! 

Ben. The what? 

Mer. The plague of such antick, lisping, aftdrf 

fantasticoes, these new tuners of accents ! Mi 

Joi, a very good blade ! — a very tall man !— stwJ 
fine wench ! — Why, is not this a lamentable thinj, 
grandsire, that we should be thus afflicted with di« 
strange flies, these fashion- mongers, these pafdf- 
nez-rnoi's i 

Ben, Here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without hia roe, like a dried herring. 
flesh, fiesh, how art thou fishitied ! Now i^ he forlbe 
numbers that Petrarch flow'd in : J.aura, to hialalji 
was but a kitchen-wench; marry, abe had a beoa 
love to berhyme her : Dido, a dowdy ; Cleopatra,* 
^ipscy; Helen and Hero, liildings and harlot>;'Iliiibf. 
a grey eye or so, but not to the purpose. — 

Enier Romeo. 
Signior Eomeo, lonjour ! there's a I'rench saluUW 
ior j'oc. 
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Rom. Good merrow to you both. 

Mer* You gave us the counterfeit fairly last night. 

Rom* What couaterfeit did I give you ? 

Mer, The slip, sir, the slip t Can you not conceive ? 

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was 
great ; and, in such a case as mine, a man may strain 
oourtesy« 

JEnier Nurse and Peter* 

Bettm A sail ! a sail ! 

Met* Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock* 

Nurte. Peter! 

Pet. Anon? 

Nurse. My fan, Peter, 

Mer. Do, good Peter, to hide her face^ 

Nurse. 'Give ye good morrow, gentlemen*; 

Mer. 'Give ye good den, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where 
I may find the young Romeo ? 

Rom. I am the youngest of that name, for 'fault of 
a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. If you be he, sir, 1 desire 
aome confidence with you« 

Ben. She will indite him to supper presently. 

Mer. A bawd^ a bawd, a bawd 1— So ho ! 

Rom. What hast thou found ? 

Mer* No hare, sir; but a bawd«— Romeo« will you 
come to your father'^? We'll to dinner, tl^ither. - 

Rom. 1 wiil follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady. — Peter, my fan.^< 
Farewell, lady. 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Bsnvolio. 

Nurse. I pray you» sir, what saucy merchant was 
liuBf that was so t\x\\ of bis roguery ? 

Rom* A gentleman, nurse, thatloves to hear him- 
self talk ; and will speak more in a minute, than he 
will stand to in a month. 

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing agi^^ii^^ tc\&> V\L Vib&% 
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him down, an 'a were lustier than he is, and twent? 
^ach jacks : ieuidy if I cannot. 111 find those that<^Ht. 
Scurvy knave ! I am none of his flirt-gills.. Anddkm 
must stand by too, and suffer every knave to we ne 
at his pleasure. 

Pei> 1 saw no man use you at his pleasure; if I 
had, my weapon should quickly have been oat, I 
warrant you : I dare draw as soon as another man, 
if I see occasion^ in a good quarrel^ and the law oa 
my side. 

Nurse. Now, afore heaven^ I am so Tex'd that 
every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave !-— 'Pray 
you, sir, a word : — And, as I told you, my young 
lady bid me inquire you out* What she bade me say, 
I will keep to myself: But first let me tell ye, if ye 
should lead her into a fool's paradise, aa they say, it 
were a very gross kind of behaviour, as they say : for 
the gentlewoman is young ; and, therefore, if you 
sliould deal double with her, truly, it were an ill 
thinfi; to be offer'd to any gentlewoman. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady and mistress. I 
protest unto tbee,«- 

Nurse. Good heart ! and, i'faith, I will tell her as 
much :*-.Lord, lord ! she will be a joyful woman. 

Rom, What wilt thou tell her, nurse ? Thou dbst 
not mark me. 

. Nurse, I will teU her, sir,^— that you do protest; 
which, as I take it, is a very gentleman-like oWdu 

Ronu Bid her devise some means to come to shiiA 
This afternoon; 

And there she shall, at friar Laucence' Ge)l» 
Be shriv*d, and married. — Here is for thy pains* ' 

Nurse, No truly, sir; not a penny* 

Rom. Go to ; 1 say, you shul. 

Nurse, This afternoon, sir ? Well, she shall be 
there. 

Rom. And stay, good nurses behind the abbey wall > 
Within this hour my mwi ^^\\\^y\^^^'fe^ 
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And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair ; 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 
Farewell ! Be trusty, and I'll quit thy pains. 

Nurse. Well, sir, my mistress is the sweetest lady, 
—Lord, lord ! when 'twas a little pratiog thing,^^ 
Oy.-^here's a nobleman in town, one Paris, tiiat 
would tain lay knife aboard : but she, good soul, bad 
as lieve see a toad» a very toad, as see him. I anger 
her sometimes, and tell her that Paris is the properer 
man : but, I'li warrant you, when 1 say so, she looks 
as pale as any clout in the varsal world. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. [Exit Romeo. 

Nunc, Ay,— -a thousand times. — Peter ! 

Pet. Anon? 

Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before. [Exeunt, 



SCENE y. 



Juliet's Chamber. 



Enter Juliet* 

Jul. The clock struck nine, when I did send the 
nurse ; 
In half an hour she proraiVd to return. 
Perchance, she cant\ot meet him :^— that's not ^o,-^ 
O, she is lame ! love's heralds should he thoughts. 
Which ten times taster glide than the sun's beams. 
Driving back shadows over lowering hi) is : 
Therefore do uiiubie-pinion'd doves draw Love, 
And therefore- hath the wmd-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 
Of this day's journey; and from nine 'till twelve 
Is three long hours, — yet she is liox. cotQ&« 



98 ROMEO AND JULIET. [ACT II. 

Had she affiections, and warm youthful blood. 
She'd be as swift in motion as a ball ; 
My words would bandy her to my sweet love. 
And bis to tne. — 

Enter Nurse. 

O heaven ! she come?. — O honey nurse, what news? 
Hast thou met him ? 
Now, good sweet nurse, — 
O lord, why look'st thou sad ? 

Nurse. 1 am a-weary, let me rest a while : — 

^Siis dam. 
Fy, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt have I bad! 

Jul. Nay, come, 1 pray thee, speak :— Good, good 
nurse, speak. 
Is thy news good or bad ? answer to that ; 
Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance : 
Let me be satisfied, Is't good, or bad ? 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice: 
you know not how to choose a man.— Go thy wajs, 
wench, serve heaven! — What, have you din'd at 
home ? 

Jul, No, no : — But 
What says he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nurse. Lord, how my head aches ! what a head 
have I ? 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back o' t'other side, — O my back, my back !— - 
Beshrew your heart, for sending me about. 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 

Jul. I'i'aith, I'm sorry that thou art not well. 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, What says my 
love ? 

Nurse. Your love says, like an honest gentleaum, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome. 
And, I warrant, a virtuous — Where's your mother? 

Jul. Where is my mother p^Why, she is within^ 
Where should she be i How oddly thou repliest^ 
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Your Iwe says^ like an honest gentleman^-^ 
Where is your mother f 

Nurse. O, our lady dear ! 
Are you so hot i Marry, come up ! I trow : 
Is this the poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

JuL Here's Fuch a coil !— Comey what says Romeo i 

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrifl to-day f 

Jul, I have. 

Nurse, Then hie you hence to friar Laurence' cell ; 
There stays a husband to make you a wife : 
!Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks^<— 
Hie you to church ; I must another way. 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark.— - 
60 ; I'll to dinner : hie you to the cell. 

JuL Hie to high fortune ! Honest nurse, farewell. 

[Exeunt* 



SCENE VI. 



The Cloisters of a Cowoent. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

. hau. So smile the heavens upon this holy actf 
That after-hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Rom* Amen, amen ! But come what sorrow can. 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare ;— 
It is enough, I may but call her mine. 

Lau. These violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die ; like fixe axvd ^Oi^^^^x^ 
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Whicby 88 they kiss, consume. The sweetest bom 
Is loathsome in its own deliciousness. 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 
Therefore, love moderately. Here comes the ladp 

[Exit RoMi 
O, so light a foot 

Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lover may bestride the gossamers 
That idle in the wanton summer air. 
And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Enter Romeo and Juliet. 

Jul. Good-even to my ghostly confessor. 

Lau. Ronieo shall thank thee, daughter, for 
both. 

Rom, Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
Ti'is neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue 
Uniold tiie imagined happiness that both 
Receive in cither by this dear encounter. 

JuU Conceit, more rich in matter than in word£ 
Bra<^s of hh substance, not of ornament : 
They are but bug^ors that can count their worth; 
But my true love is grown to such excess, 
I cannot sum up half my »um of wealth, 

Fri' Come, come with me ; 
For* ^y your leaves, you shall not stay alone, 
'Till holy church incorporate two in one. [Exem 






V. ii. . .. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE J, 

Enter M ercutio and Benvolio. 

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire ; 
The day is hot} the Capulets abroad ; 
And, if we meet> we shall not 'scape a brawl. 

Mer. Thou art like one of those fellows that, when 
he enters the confines of a tavern> claps me his sword 
upon the table, and says-^Heaven send me no need 
of thee ! — and, by the operation of a second cup, 
draws it on the drawer, when, indeed, there is no 
need. 

Ben. Am I like such a fellow I 

Mer. Comc» come» thou art as hot a Jack in thy 
mood as any in Italy ; an there were two such^ we 
should have none shortly; for one would kill the 
other. Thou ! why, thou wile quarrel with a man 
that hath a hair more, or a hair less, on his head> 
than thou hast: Thou wilt quarrel with a man for 
cracking nuts, having no other reason, but because 
thou hast hazel eyes : Thou hast quarrell'd with a 
man for coughing in the street, because he hath wa- 
ken'd thy dog that hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst 
thou not fall out with a tailor for wearing his new 
doublet before Easter^ with another for tying his 
new shoes with old riband ? And yet thou wilt tutoif 
ipe irom qu arrelliiiQ 

P2 
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Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, any 
man should buy the fee-simple of my life for an hour 
and quarter.-— By my head, here come the Capulets. 

Enter Tybalt and tvoo Gentlemen* 

Mer. By my heel, I care not. 

Tt^b. Be near at hand,^ will speak to them^ 

lExeunt the two Gentiemen. 
Gentlemen, good den : a word with one of you. 

Met: And but one word with one of us ? Couple 
it with something ; make it a word and a blow. 

Ti^bs You shall find me apt enough to that| sir; 
if you will give me occasion. . 

Mer. Could you not take some occasion, without 
giving? 

Tt/b, Mercutio, thou consbrt'st with Romeo, 

Mer^ Consort! What, dost thou nake us mia- 
strels ? If thou make minstrels of us, look to hear no- 
thing but discords : here's my fiddle-stick ; here's 
that shall make you dance. 'Zounds, consort ! 

Ben, We talk here in the public haunt of men: 
£i;hcr withdraw into some private place^ 
Or reason coolly of your grievances, 
Or else depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. 

Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them 
gaze ; 
I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I. 

Ti/b, Well, peace be with you, sirs ! Here comes 
my man. 

Mer* But, I'll be hangM, sir, if he wear your livery* 

Enter Romeo. 

Ti/b. Romeo, the hate I bear thee, can affi>rd 
No better term than this> — Thou art a villain. 

Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee, 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting : — Villain, I am none ; 
Therefore tarewell : I see, thou know'st me not. 
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Tyh Boy» this shal) not excuse tlie injuries 
Thai thou bast done me ; therefore turn and dravr, 

Rom. I do protest I never injured thee ; 
But love thee better than thou canst devise ; 
And so, good Capulet» — which name I tender 
As dearly as my own,— be satisfied. [ Exit Tybalt. 

JUier, O calm ! dishonourable ! vile submission ! — 
A la stoccaia carries it awe^. — 
Tybalt— you rat-catcher, — {^Dratos. 

Enter Tybalt. 

Tvb. What would'st thou have with me ? 

mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one of your 
nine lives, that I mean to make bold withal : Will 
you pluck your sword out of his pilcher by the ears ? 
Make hastq ; lest mine be about your ears, ere it be 
out* 

T^b* I am for you, sir. — [Dratua. 

Born* Gentle Mercutio> put thy rapier up. 

Hier- Come, sir, your passado. 

[Mercutio and Tybaj^t Jlght, 

Bom. Draw, Benvolio : — J3eat down their wea- 
pons :— 
Gentlemen !— For shame, forbear this outrage :— - 
Hold, Tybalt, — good Mercutio,. 

[Exit Tybalt, having wounded Meucvtio* 

Mer. I am hurt : — 
A plague o' both your houses ! — I am sped : — 
Is he gone, and hath nothing I 

Ben. What, art thou hurt \ 

Mer, Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry, *tis 
enough : — Go, fetch a surgeon. 

Rom, Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as 
a church-door ; but, 'tis enough, 'twill serve ; I am 
pepper'd, I warrant, for this world. — A plague o* 
both your houses ! — What ! a dog, a rat, a mouse, a 
cat, to scratch a man to death ! a braggart^ a rogue, 
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a villain, that fights bv the book of aritihnietic ! 1%, 1 
the devil, came you between ml I was hurt under 
your arm. 

Rom. I thought all for the best. 

Mer. Help me into some house, Benydlio, or I 
shall faint — A plague o' both your houses! — Tbej 
have made worms* meat of me : I have it, and sound- 
ly too. Ask for me to-mofrow, and you shall find me 
a grave man.— A plague o' both of your houses ! 

lE»su7U Mercutio and Bbhvouo. 

Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near ally. 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation stain'd 

With Tybalt's slander ; O, sweet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me efieminate. 
And in my temper soflen'd valour's steel. 

Enter Benvolio. 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead; 
That gallant spirit hath aspired the clouds. 
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth.— 
Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 

Rom, Alive ! in triumph ! and Mercutio slain !— 
Away to heaven, respective lenity. 
And fire-eyed fury be my conduct now l-i- 

Enfer Tyb\lt* 

Now, Tybalt, take the ViUain back again. 
That late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio's soul 
Is but a little way above our heads. 
And thou, or I, must keep him company. 

Tyh. 'i*hou, wretched boy, that didst consort him 
here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This shall determine that. 

{The^^ght-^lLYJiM.TfaUsi and dies, 
Ben. Romeo, away 1 begone ! — 
The citizens are uip» aiiA.'Y^>a^v.^'»si\ — 
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Stand not amazed :— The prince will doom thee death j 
If thou art taken : — Hence I — begone I — away ! 
Rom. O ! I am fortune's fool 1 [^Exit Koiiso. 

Enter the Prince, Montagus, Capulet> and 

Attendants, 

Prince. Where are the vile beginners of this fray i 

Ben. 0» noble prmce, I%an discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal quarrel : 
There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 
I'hat slew thy kinsman brave Mercutio, 

Cap* Unhappy sight ! alas, the blood is spill'd 
Of my dear kinsman ! — Now, as thou art a prince. 
For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. 

Prince. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray i 

Ben. Tybalt here slain : 
Romeo bespake him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice the quarrel was, and urged withal 
Your high displeasure . — All this-*-utterM 
With gentle breath, calm looks, knees humbly 

bow'd,«« 
Could not make truce with the unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast ; 
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point. 
And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt ; whose dexterity 
Retorts it : — Romeo he cries aloud, 
Holdf Jriends I Jiriends, parti and, swifter than his 

tongue, 
His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 
And 'twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm 
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 
But by and by comes back to Komeo, 
Who had but newly entertained revenge. 
And to't they go like lightning \ fot, «t^\ 



Mon. Romeo but took tbe forfeit lif 
Prince- And we for that ofience do 
I.hve an infreat in your heady brawla 
My blood doth flow trom brave Mercu 
But I'll amerce you with so strong a fii 
Thai you shall all repent my lou id hji 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 
Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase i 
Therefore use none: Let Romeo be ei 
Else, when he's found, that bout is his 
Bear hence this body : — You, attend o 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those tl 



A Room in Capuiefit Hout 
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That the runaway's eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to these armsn untalk'd of and unseen :— 
Come night! — Come Romeo! come, thou day in 

night 1 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night. 
Whiter than new snow on a raven's back- 
Give me my Romeo, night !• — and, when he dies. 
Take him and cut him out in little stars ; 
And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 
That all the world will be in love with night. 
And pay no worship to the garish sun.— 
O, I have bought the mansion of a love, 
But uot possess'd it. So tedious is this day. 
As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient child, that hath new robes, 
And/may not wear them. — O, here comes my nurse. 
And she brings news ; and every tongue that speaks 
But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence. — 

Enter Nurse. 

Now, nurse, what news ?— . 
Why dost thou wring thy hands ? 

Nurse. Ah, well-a-day ! he's dead, he's dead, heV 
dead! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone !-— 
Alack the day ! he's gone, he's kiU'd, he's dead ! 

Jul. Can heaven be so envious ? 

Nurse* Rom^o can ; 
Though heaven cannot«««0 Romeo ! Ronoeo ! 

Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment me 
thus i 
This torture should be roar'd in dismal hell* 
Hath Komeo slain himself? Say thou but — ay, 
And ihat bare little word shall potion more 
Than the. death-darting eye of cockatrice. 

Nurse. I saw the wound, 1 saw it with mine eyes» 
Here on his manly breast.— -A piteous corse ! 
A blqodj, piteous corse 1 pal^i/l^e ^ «i^t.%V 
J swooned sit the sight. 
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Jul. O break, my heart ! — poor bankrupt, break at 
oncel 
To prison, eyes I ne'er look on liberty ! 
Vile earth, to earth resign ; end, motion, here ; 
And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier 1 

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend 1 had, 
That ev^r I should live to see thee dead t 

JiJ. What storm is this, that blows so contrary? 
Is Romeo slaughter'd ? and is Tybalt dead ? 

Nurse. Tybalt is dead, and Romeo bainished ! 

Jul, Banished ! — ^is Romeo banished ? 

Nurse. Romeo, that kili'd him, he is banished. I 

Jul, O, heaven 1— -did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's 
blood ? 

Nurse. It did, it did : alas, the day ! it did. 

Jul. O, nature, what hadst thou to do in hd. 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ?— 
O, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Nurse. There is no trust, 
No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjured : 
Shame come to Romeo I 

Jul. Blister'd be thy tongue. 
For such a wish ! He was net bom to shame : 
Upon his brow shame is ashamed to sit ; . 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 
O, what a wretch was I to chide him so ! 

Nurse* Will you speak well of him that kilPd your 
cousin ? 

Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband ?— 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy namei 
When I, thy three hours wife, have mangled it?—- 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring I 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 
"Which you, m\%tato\ig^ o^et a^^^ ui {oj. 
My husband \mtt>\^\iotsiT^\)!^x^^^\^ 
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And Tybalt's dead, that would have slaia my hus* 

band : 
AH ibis is comfort : Wherefore weep I then ? 
Some word there was, far worse than Tybalt's deaths 
That murder'd me : 1 would forget it fain ; 
But, O ! it presses to my memory, 
Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds : 
Tybalt is dead, and Komeo*— banished ; 
That — banished, that one word — banisfiedf 
JIath slain ten thousand Tybalts : In that word. 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, iiomeo> Juliet, 
All slain* all dead !•— 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse } 

Nurse, Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse : 
Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither. 

«/«/• Wash they his wounds with tears ? My eyes 
shall flow, 
When theirs are dry for Romeo's banishment. 

Nurse. Hie to your chamber : i'il find Romeo 
To comfort you :— He shall be here anon : 
I'll to him ; he is hid at Laurence' cell. 

Jul* O find him : Give this ring to my true lord. 
And bid him come to take his last farewell. [Exeunt* 



SCENE III. 



The Cloisters of a Convent, 



Enter Friar Laurence. 



Lau* Romeo, come forth ; come forth, tfaou fearful 



man; 



Affliction is^ enamour'd of thy parts^ 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 
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Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Father^ what news? what is the prince*! 
doom? 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 
That I yet know not ? 

Lau*. Too familiar 
is my dear son with such sour company : 
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom. 

Rom, What less than death can be the prince's 
doom ? 

Lau. A gentler judgment vanished from his lips; 
Not body's death, but body's banishment. 

Rom, Hal banishment? — Be merciful ; say-*death; 
For exile hath more terror in his look. 
Much more than death : Do not say — banishment ; 
Tis death mis-term'd : calling death-^banishmeot, 
Thou cutt'st my head off with a golden axe. 
And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me* 

Lau, O deadly sin ! O rude unthankfulness I 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind princei 
Taking thy part, hath push'd aside the law. 
And turn'd that black word death to bani^ment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou see'st it not. 

Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is here, 
Where Juliet lives. There's more feKcity 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand. 
And steal immortal blessings from her lips ; 
But Romeo may not ; he is banished. — 
O father, hast thou no strong poison mix'd. 
No sharp-ground knife, no sudden means of death, 
But banishment, to torture me withal ? 
Lau, Fond madman, hear me speak : 
I'll give thee armour to kt;ep off that word. 
Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy. 
To comfort thee, ihou^a thou art banished. 
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Unless philosophy can make a Juliet} 
It helps not> it prevails not ; — talk no more* 
Jjau* "Let me dispute with thee of thy estate* . 
Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thoii dost not 
feel; 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love^ 
An hour but married, Tybalt muraered. 
Doting like me, and like me banished. 
Then might'st thou speak, then might'st thou tear 

thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now. 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

[Yhrows himself on the ground. 
[[Oner knocks without, *2 
Lau. l^vise^ one knocks : — Good HomeO| hide thy* 
self. — 

[^Knocking again.^ 
yjho^s there ? — Romeo, arise ; 
, Thou wilt be taken.— -Stay awliile.— Stand up : 
liun to my study*— 

[ Knocking again,"] 
By and by. — Heaven's will, 
IVhat wilfulness is this ! — 

[Knocking again."} 
1 come, I come. 

^ho knocks so hard ? Whence come you i What^s 
your will ? 

[Nurse withota,] 
Nurse. Let me come in, and you shall know my 
errand : . ^ 

I come from l£^y Juliet. 
JLau. Welcome then. 

Enter Nurse* 

Nurse. O holy father, — O, tell mc, holy friar, 
Where is my lady's lord ? where's Romeo ? 
Lau. There on the ground, with his own lean 
made drunk. 
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Nurse, O, he is even in my mistress' case. 
Just in her case.— Oy Juliet, Juliet I 

JSom. [Starts up,'\ Speak'st thou of Juliet?—! 
is it with her. 
Since I have stain'd the childhood of your joy 
With blood ?— 
Where is she ? how does she ? what says she ? 

Nurse* O, she says nothing, sir ; but weeps 
weeps; 
And now &lls on her bed ; and |hen starts up» 
And Tybalt cries ; and then <m Romeo, calls. 
And then falls down again. 

Ronu As if that name, 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun. 
Did murder her* O, tell me, friar, tell me. 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my ilame lodge ? tell mc, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. [Dratoing his sm 

Laum Hold thy desperate hand : 
Art thou a man ? thy form cries out thou art ; 
Thy tears are womanish :' thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast. 
Thou hast amazed me : by my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition better tempered. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt ? Wilt thou slay thyself? 
And slay thy lady too, that lives in thee ? 
What, rouse thee, man I thy Juliet is alive : 
Go^ get thee to thy love, as was decreed ; 
Ascend her chamber ; hence, and comfort her: 
fiut, look, thou stay not 'till the watch be set ; 
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua : 
Where thou shalt live, 'till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Than thou went^st forth in lamentation.—* 
Go before, nutse •• corawk^w^ xs^^ v.o thy lady ; 
And bid her hasieti «JL\ \Xi^ \\cv>\^^ \ft \«sx\ 
fiomeo is com\t\g« 
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Nurse, O lord, I could have staid here all the nighty 
To hear good counsel ; O, what learning is ! — • 
My lord, PlI tell my lady, you will come. 

Bom- Do so ; and bid ray sweet prepare to chide. 

Nurse* Here, sir,— a ring she bid me give you, 
sir :— 
Hie you, make haste ; for it grows very late. 

[Exit Nurse. 

Rom. How well my comfort is revived by this ! 

Lau, Sojourn in Mantua : I'll find out your man ; 
And he shall signify, from time to time. 
Every good hap to you, that chances here. 
Give me thy hand ; 'tis late : Farewell ; good night. 

Rom, But that a joy past joy calls out on me. 
It were a grief so soon to part with thee. [Exeunim 



SCENE IV. 



A' Room in Capulet's House. 

Enter Paris, Capulet, and Lady G^ulet. 

Cap, Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily. 
That we have had no time to move our daughter : 
L»ook you, she loved her kinsman Tybalt dearly, 
And so did I : — Well, we were born to die. — 
Tis very late ; she'll not come down to-night. 

Par, These times of grief afford no time to woo : 
Madam, good night ; commend me to your daughter^ 

Cap. Sir Paris, 1 will make a desperate tender 
Oi my child's love : 1 think, she will be ruled. 
]n all respects by me ; nay more, I doubt it not. 
But, soft ; what day ? Well, Wednesday is too soon j; 
On Thursdaj'', let it be, you shall be m^t\v^d« 
We'll keep no great ado ; — ^a tnen^ ot Vsnc>\ — 

%1 
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For, hark you, Tybalt being slain so late, 
It may be thougnt we held him carelessly^ 
Being our kinsman, if we revel much : 
Therefore we'll have some half a dozen friends, 
And there's an end. But what say you to Thursday? 
Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to- 
morrow i 
Cap* Well, get you gone : On Thursday be it 
then, — 
Go yott to Juliet, ere you go to bed ; 
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding day.— 

\^Exit Lady Capulet. 
Farewell, my lord. — Light to my chamber, hoi- 
Good night* . [ExeialU 



SCENE V. 



Capulbt's Garden, 

Enter Romeo and Juliet. 

Jfd, Wilt thou be gone P It is not yet near day : 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark. 
That pierced the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
NighUy she sings on yon pomegranate tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the mom, 
No nightingale* Look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tip-toe on the misty mountain tops ; 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it well: 
It is some meteor that the sun exhales. 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 
-And light thee otv t\\^ vjtjc^ xcfc'^'3ccvV\isv\ 
Then stay a wVn\e, xJvom ^>:v^v, xvqx ^^ %a ^tscu 
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Rom* Let nre be ta'en, let me be put to death ; 
I am content, if thou wilt have it so. 
1*11 say, yon grey is not the morning's eye, 
•Pis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow : 
I'll say, 'tis not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The faulty heaven so high above our heads : 
, Come, death, and welcome I Juliet wills it so.— 
"What says my love ? let's talk, it is not day. 

Jul, It is, it is ; hie hence, away, be gone ; 
It is the lark that sings so out of tune. 
Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps* 
Qy now be gone; more light and light it grows. 

Rom, More ligh£ and light ? — more dark and dark 
our woes. 
Farewell, my love : one kiss, and I'll be gone. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Madam. 

Jul. Nurse ? 

Nurse, Your lady mother's coming to your eham« 
ber : 
The day is broke ; be wary, look about. 

lErit Nur'se. 

Jul* Art thou gone so ?.— Love I lord I ah, lius- 
band ! friend-! — 
I must hear from thee every day i' the hour ; 
For in love's hours there are many cfays. 
O ! by this count I shall be much in years. 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. 

Rom* Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings to thee, love. 

Jul. O,. think'st lhou> we shall ever meet again ? 
Rom. 1 doubt it not ; and all these woes shall serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Jul* O heaven ! I have an ill-divining soul : 
Methinks, I see thee, now thou'rt parting from me^ 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb *. 
Either my eye-sight fails, ot lYvoM\o^^^.\i^^- 
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Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye so do.yoa: 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood.— Adieu ! Juliet, £ue* 

well !— 
My life !— 

Jul. My love ! 

Rom, My soul, adieu ! l&oaC 



SCENE vu 



Juliet's Chamber. 

Enter Juliet. 

JuL O fortune, fortune! all men call thee fickle: 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith ? Be fickle, fortune : 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But send him back. 

Lady Capulet toithout. 

La, Cap. Ho, daughter ! are you up ? 
JuL Who is't that calls ? Is it my lady mother?— 
What unaccustom'd cause procures her hither j 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La* Cap* Why, how now, Juliet ? 

Jul. Madam, I'm not well. 

La. Cap, Evermore weeping for your cousin*! 
death? 
What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears? 

Jul. Yet let me weep for such a loss as mine* 

La, Cap. I come to bring thee joyful tidings, girL 

Jul, And joy comes well in such a needful time : 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship? 

La. Cap, WeW, w^W, v\voM\«aX ^ ^»3i^^ Ctijtlier, 
child ; 
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Ooe^ who, to put tbee from thy4ieayine8s,, 

Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy. 

That thou expect'st not, nor I looked not for. 

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that i 

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thursday 
mom, 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman. 
The county raris, at Saint Peter's church, 
Sliall happily make thee a joyful bride. 

Jiil» 1 wonder at this haste ; that I must wed^ 
Ere he, that must be husband, comes to woo. 
I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 
I cannot rcwry yet. 

La. Cap. Here comes your father ; tell him so 
yourself, 
And see how be will take it at your hands. 

E7iter Capulet and Nurse. 

Cap. How now? a conduit, girl? what, stHl in 
tears ; 
Evermore showering ? — Why, how now, wife ? 
Have you deliver'd to her our decree ? 

La. Cap. Ay, sir ; but she will none, she gives you 
thanks. 
I would) the fool were married to her grave. 

Cap, Soft, take me with you, take me with you, 
wife. 
How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks I 
Is she not proud ? doth she not count her biess^d^ 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

JuL Proud can I never be of what I hate^ 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 

Cap. X^ifti^l^ toe no thankings ; 
Bttt settle your fine joints, 'gainst Thursday next. 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church, 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
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La. Cap. Fy, daughter, Ty ! What, Jaliet, arc ji 

Jul. Good father, I beseech you, on my knees 
Hear me witli patience but to apeak a word. 

Cnp. Hang ihee, young b^ggase ! disobedieal I 
wretcli :— 
1 tell thee what, get thee to church o" Thursday, 
Or never after look rae in the face : 
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me. — 

[Juliet va 
Wife, we scarce thought us bless'd. 
That heaven had left us but this only child ; 
But now, 1 see, this one is one too much, i 

And that we have a curse in having her : m 

Uut on her, hilJing ! — I 

Nurse. Heaven bless her ! — *^ 

You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so> J 

Cop. And why, my lady wisdom? Hcdd your tongtf, 
Good prudence : Smatter with your gosfips, go. 

Nurse. I speak no treason. 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool! 
Ulter your gravity o'er a goaaip's bowl; 
For here we need it not. 

Ijo. Cop. You are too hot. 

Cap. Good wife, it makes me mad : Day, ni^ 
late, early, 
At home, abroad, alone, in company. 
Waking, or sleeping, still my care hath been 
To have her match'd : and having now provided 
A gentleman of princely parentage. 
Of fair demesnes, youthful and nobly train'd, 
Froportion'd as one's heart would wish a man,— 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 
A wbinning maininet, in her fortunes tender. 
To answer— i'fl mo* med, — / cannot love, 
I am loo young ;-—I pray you, pardon me ;— 
But, an you will not wed, — ^Look to't, think OB*^ 
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I do not use to jest ; — Thursday is near : 
Aa you be mine, I'll give you to my friend ; 
An you be not^-hang, beg, starve, die i'the streets ; 
Fgr by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee. 

[£r2^ Capulbt. 

Juh Is t^re no pity sitting in the clouds. 
That sees into the bottom of my grief?— 
IKneelsJ] O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 
Delay this marriage tor a month, a week ; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies* 

La. Cap, Talk not to me ; for I'll not speak a word : 
Do as {thou wilt ; for I have done with thee. 

[Exit Lady Capulet. 

JuL O, heaven ! — O, nurse, how shall this be pre- 
vented ? 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself ! 

Nurse* Rise : — 'Faith, here it is : 
Romeo is banish'd : all the world to nothing. 
That he dares ne*er come back to challenge you ; 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth : 
T^en, since the case so stands, I thipk it best 
You married with the count. 

JuL Speakest thou from thy heart ? 
, . . Nurse. From my soul too ; 
Or else beshrew them both. 

JuL Amen ! 

Nurse. What ? what ? 

JuL Well, thpu hast comforted me marvellous 
much. 
Go in, and tell my lady, I am gone. 
Having displeased my father, to Laurence' cell,. 
To make confession, and to be absolved. 

Nurse. Marry, I will : and this is wisely done.. 

'; [Exit tiVRSE^ 

JuL O, most wicked fiend !. - 
Is it more sin— rto vfisb me thus fon^Qxtiv 
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Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath praised him with above compare 
So many thousand times ?*-*Go, counsellor; 
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be tfraiiLp^ 
1*11 to the friar, to know his remedy : 
If all else fail, qiyself have power to die« [Exit 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE !• 



The Cloisters of a Convent. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris. 

Lau. On Thursday, sir ? the time is very short. 

Par. My father Capulet will have it so ; 
And I am nothing slow; to slack his haste* 

Lau, You say, you do not know the lady's nulld^- 
Uneven is the course ; I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's deiAi 
And therefore have I little talk'd of love ; 
For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous, 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway : 
And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage. 
To stop the inundation of her tears : 
Now do you know the reason of this, haste. 

Lau. [Aside.] I would I knew 90t why it should li 
s\oVd. — 
Look| sir, hete cota^% ^^\^\^ \af?^^\K^ ^jJL 



•CSKSI.] ROMEO AKD JULIET* 61 

JSnter Juliet. 

Par. Welcome, my love, my lady, and mj wife. 

JuL That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday 
next. 

JuL What must be, shall be. 

JPar. Come you to make confession to this father > 

Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you. — 
Are you at leisure, holy father, now ?— • 
Or shall I come to you at evening mass ? 

Lau» My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, 
now. — 
Mj lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par* Heaven shield, I should disturb devotion ! 
Juliet, farewell. [^Exit Paris* 

Jid. Go, shut the door; and, when thou hast done 
so. 
Come weep with me> — past hope> past cure, past help ! 

Lau, O, Juliet, I already know thy grief. 

Jui. Tell me not, friar, that thou know'st my grief, 
Unless thou tell m^ how I may prevent it : 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 
Do thou but call my resolution wise, 
And with this steel Pil help it presently. 
Heaven join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands; 
And, ere thb hand, by thee to Romeo seal'dy 
Shall be the label to another deed, 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Give to another, this shall slay them both : 

\^DraxDs a Dagger. 
Therefore, out of thy long-experienced time. 
Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 
*Twixt my extremes and me this bloody dagger 
Shall play the umpire. 

Lau. Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which we wou\d ^tev^tiX* 
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If, rather than to marry county Paris, 

Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself; 

Then, it is likely, thou wilt undertake 

A thing like death, to free thee firom this marriage. 

JuL Of bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower; 
Or chain me to some steepy mountain's top. 
Where roaring bears and savage lions roam; 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house^ 
O'er-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling boiie% 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless sculls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave. 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made mctrembk; 
And I will do it without fear or doutft. 
To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 

Lau, Hold, Juliet : — Hie thee home ; get tbeeta 
bed; 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber;— 
And, when thou art alone, take thou this phial, 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off; 
When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour; 
No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st; 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes' windows fall. 
Like death, when he shuts Up tlie day of life : ! 
Ana in this borrowed hkent;ss of shrunk death ' 

Thou shalt continue two and forty hours ; 
And then awake, as from a pleasant sleep.— 
Kow, when the bridegroom in the morning comei I 
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then as the manner of our country is, - 
In U^y best robes, uncovered, on the bier 
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vaulty 
Where all the kindred of the C^pulets lie,— 
In the mean ^Ltne^ «k^^\w%x vVvq^l shalt awake^ 
Shall Romeo, )»^ m^ \%\x^t^0^atfy« ^»isi ^!^\ 



SNBII.] ROMEO ANB JULIET. 63 

id hither shall he come ; and he and I 

ill watch thy waking, and that very night 

lall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua ; 

DO unconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 

>ate thy valour in the acting this. 

Jul. Give me, O give me i— tell me not of fear, 

[Gives her the Phial. 

Lmu. Hold : — Get you gone ; be strong and pros- 
perous 
this resolve : TU send a friar with speed 

> Mantua, with my letters to thy lord* 

c/tf/. Love, give me strength ; and strength shall 
help afford.— i 

irewell, dear father* \Ex9unU 



SCENE II* 



A Boom in Capulet's House. 



Enter Cafulet, meeting Lady Capulet, 

and Nurse* 

Cap. What> is my daughter gone to friar Laurence i 

Nurse. Ay, forsooth* 

Cap. Well, he may chance to'do some good on her : 

peevish self-will'd harlotry it is* 

Nurse. See, where she comes from shrift. 

Enter Juliet* 

Cap. How now, my headstrong? where have you 
been gadding ? 

Jul. ^ Where I have learn'd tne to repent the sin 
If disobedient opposition 
o you, and your behests ; and am en^oia'd 
y holy Laurence to fall prostrate Yiete^ 
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And beg your pardon :— Pardon, I beseech you : 
Henceforward I am ever raled by you. 

Cap, Send for the county ; go» tell him of this: 
I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul, I met the youthful lord at Laurence' cell; 
And gave him what becoming love I might. 
Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap. This is as't should be : 
Now, afore heaven, this reverend holy friar,-— 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul, Nurse, will you go with me into my dased 
To help me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow? 

Jua. Cdp, No, not 'till Thursday; there is time 
enough. 

Cap. Go, nurse, go with her:— we*ll to church 
to-morrow. [Exeunt Juliet and Nurse. 

La, Cap. We shall be short in our provision.^ 

Cap, Tush ! all things shall be well.— ^ 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her : 
I'll not to bed ; but walk myself to Paris, 
To appoint him 'gainst to-morrow. My heart's light, 
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaimed. 

j^Exeunt Capulet and Lady Cafulet* 



SCENE HI. 

Juliet's Chamber* 

Enter Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul, Ay, those attires are best : — But, gentle niine^ 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 
For I have need of many orisons 
To move the VveaNena xo %\si^^ xs^s^oixv my state ; 
Which, weUt\xo\lVTlav*%^.>^&^^J«»««^SsSSL^m. 



SCENE in.] ROMEO ANB JULIET. 6S 

JB?i/^ Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. What, are you busy ? Do you need my 
bdp ? 

JuL No, madam ; we have cuU'd such necessaries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone. 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your hands fuU al)» 
In this so sudden business. 

La, Cap. Then, good night ! 
Get thee to bed« and rest ; for thou hast need. 

"[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

Juh Farewell ! — Heaven knows, when we shall 
meet again. — 
I have a faint cold fear thrills throueh my veins» 
That almost freezes up the heat of nfe : 
I'll call them back again to comfort me. 
Nurse !— 'What should she do here I 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone.— 

\Tahes out the Phiah 
Come, pfaSal. * 

What if this mixture do not work at all ? 
Shall I of force be married to the count ? 
No, no ; — this shall forbid it :— oLDratiw a Dagger.}-^ 

"Lie thou there. — 
What, if it be a poison which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd, to have me dead ; 
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonoured, 
Because he married me before to Romeo ? 
I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not ; 
For he hath still been tried a holy man. — 
How, if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? there's a fearful point! 
Shall I not then be stifled in the vault, 
Tq whose foul mouth no healthspme ^t\yte^i^^\^X 
Or, if I live, is it not very Vike, 

f2 
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The horrible conceit of death and night. 
Together with the terror of the place,-— 
As in a vault, an ancient receptacle. 
Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 
Lies fest'ring in his shroud ; where, as they say, 
At some hours in the night spirits resort ; 
Or, if I wake, shall I not be distraught, 
Environed with all these hideous fears,- 
And madly play with my forefathers' joints i 
And pluck the nrengled Tybalt from his shroud i 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains l^ 
O, look I methinks, I see my cousin's ghost 
Seeking out Romeo : — Stay, Tybalt, stay I— 
Romeo, 1 come : This do I drink to thee. — 

[Drinks the contents of the Phid 
O, potent draughty thou hast chill'd me to the heart!— 
My head turns round : — ^my senses fail me« — 
O, Romeo ! Romeo ! — 

[She ihrotos herself on ike hei 



SCEKE IV* 

A Room in Capulet's House^ 

Enter Lady Capulet and Nup.se. 

La, Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more 

spices, nurse. 
Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the pastry. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap, Come, %>l\t) %\At)«^cLt\^^%^^^4cQck 
croVd> 
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The curfew-bell hath rung, Uis three o'clock :— 
liook to the baked meats, good Angelica *. 
Spare not for cost. 

Nurse. Go, go, you cot-quean, go ; 
Get you to bed ; 'mith, you'll be sick to-morrow 
for this night's watching. [Exit Nurse. 

Cap. No, not a whit : What ! I have watch'd, ere 
now, 
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick.,— 
The county will be here with music straight ; 
Per so he said he would.— [Music withoui. 

I hear him near. — 
Nurse ! — Wife, — what, ho ! — What, nurse ! I say. 

Enter Nurse. 

Go, waken Juliet; go, and trim her up: — 
I'll go and chat with Paris : — Hie, make haste $ 
Make haste, I say. [Exeuni^ 



SCENE V. 

Juliet's Chamber. 
Juliet discovered on the Bed, 

9 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Mistress !-^What, mistress!— -Juliet!—- 
Fast, I warrant her :— 

Why, lamb !— why, lady !— Fy, you slug-a-bed !— 
Why, love, I say!— Madam! sweetheart I— why, 

bride !— 
What, not a word ?— you take your pennyworths now : 
Sleep for a week ; for the- next mg^Ul^ 1 yt^tt^xtX^ 
That yon shaU rest but little.— HeaNTOiw^vN^\a»s— 



^ 
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Marry, and amen,— -how sound is she asleep I 
I must needs wake her ^— Madam, madam, madam!— 
Ay, let the county take you in your bed ; 
He'll fright you up, iTaith.— Will it not be ?— 
What, dress'd! and in your clothes! and down 

again ! — 
I must needs wake you : Lady ! lady ! lady ! — 
Alas, alas ! — Help 1 help ! my lady's dead ! — 
O, well-a-day, that ever I was born !-— 
Ho i my lord ! my lady !— 

Enter Lady Capulet* 

La, Cap. What noise is here ? 

Nurse, O lamentable day ! 

La, Cap, What is the matter? 

Nurse, Look!— O, heavy day! 

La, Cap, O me ! O me ! — my child, my only life} 
Bevive, look up ; or I will die with thee.— - 
Help, help !— call help. 



Enter Capulet. 

Cap, For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is 
come. 

Nurse, She's dead, she's dead, she's dead, — alack 
the day ! 

Cap, Ha ! let me see her. — Out, alas ! she's cold; 
Her blood is settled, and her joints are stifiP; 
Life and these lips have long been separated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of the field. 
Accursed time ! unfortunate old man ! 

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris. 

Lau, Come, is the bride ready to go to churfji.' 
Cap, Ready to go, but never to return : 
O son, the night before the wedding-day 
Death havh embrac' d \\v^ >aty^^ \— ^^^xWe she lies, 
flower as she was, Tv\^^\^Va^^\svi^\s^\»5ft..^ 
O, Juliet I O, my c\a\^>TK^ cVx\^\ 
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Par, Have I thought long to see this tnonuDg's 
.fiice. 
And doth it give me such a sight as this ? 

Cap, Most miserable hour, that time ere saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
Sut one thing to enjoy and solace in. 
And cruel death hatn catch'd it from my sight. 

Lau, Your daughter lives in peace and happiness : 
Heaven and yourself h^d part in this fair maid. 
Now heaven hath all.— > 
Come» stick your rosemary on this feir corse; 
Andy as the custom of our country is, 
Convey her where her ancestors lie tomb'd. 
Tlie heavens do lower upon you, for some ill ; 
Move them not more, by crossing their high will. 

[Exeunt* 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE U 



. A Church, 
Enter the Procession to the Funeral o/* Juliet. 

The-Dirge. 

CHORUS. 

RisCf rise. 

Heart' breaking sighSf 
The tcoe^aught bosom stiocU ; 
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For sighs ahne. 
And cRsmal moan, 
Should echo Juliet* s hndL 



AIR. 

She's gone^ — the sweetest^fioto^r ofMa^, 

That blooming blest our sight : 
Those eyesy txihich shone like breaking dayf 

Are set in endless night I — 

CHORUS. 

RisCf rise ! ^a 

AIR.' 

ISiei's gonef she's gone ; nor leaves behind 
So fair a form, so pure a mind. — 
Hofo) cotdd'st thou, Death, at once destroy 
The lover's hope, the parentis joy f 

CHORUS. 

Rise, rise! Sfc» 

AIR. 

Thou, spotless soul, look d&wn bd&w. 

Our unfeigned sorroxo se^I^^ 
0, give us strength to bear our tooe. 

To bear the loss of thee I 

CHORUS. 

Risef rise I 8^c. 

\jExeunt omncs. 
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SCENE II. 

Mantua.-^A Street. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom* If I may trust the flattery of sleep^ 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand : 
My bosom's lord sits lightly on his throne ; 
And, all this day, an unaccustom'd spirit 
I^ifb me above the ground' with cheerful thoughts* 
I dreamt, my lady came, and found me dead ; 
And breath^ such life with kisses in my lips. 
That I reviv'd, and was an emperor. 
Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possess'd. 
When but love's shadows are so rich in joy ! 

ErUer Balthasae. 

News from Verona ! — Ho now, Balthasar ?— 
Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar ? 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well i 
How fares my Juliet ? That I ask again ; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be well* 

BaL Then she is well, and Nothing can be ill; 
Her body sleeps in Capulet's monument, 
And her immortal part with angels lives : 
I saw her carried tocher kindred's vault, 
And presently took post to tell it you : 
O, pardon me for bringing these ill news. 

Rom. Is it even so ? then I defy you, stars !— 

BaL My lord ! 

Rofits Thou know'st my lodging : get me ink and 
paper. 
And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-night. 

jBa/. Pardon me, sir, 1 dare not leave you thus : 
Yout looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some mi«ddveoture. 
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Rom. Go, thou art deceived ; ' 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do.— 
Hast thou no letters to me fr6m the friar f 

Bal, No, good my lord. 

Rom. No matter : Get thee gone ; and hire thoie 
horses. — ^ [^Exti Balthasab* 

Well» Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night — 
Let's see for means. — O, mischief, thou art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! 
I do remember an apothecary^ — 
And hereabouts he dwells, — whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows. 
Culling of simples ; meagre were hia looks. 
Sharp misery had worn him to the boneii : 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung. 
An alligator stuflfd, and other skins 
Of ill-shaped fishes ; and, about his shelves, 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Kemnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses^ 
Were thinly scattered, to make up a show. 
Koting this penury, to myself I said — 
An it' a man did need a poison now. 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 
O, this same thought did but forerun my need! 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. ■ 
What ho! Apotliecary, 

Enter Apothecary. 

Jpo. Who calls so loud ? 

Rom, Come hither, man. — I see tliat thou art poor; 
Hold, there la forty ducats : Let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding geer 
As will disperse itself through all the veins^ 
Tiiat the life-weary taker may fall dead. 

Apo. 8ucU mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua's law 
Is death| to any Yv,e xXvaX \>xx^\% ^«a)u 
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Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretchednesf^ 
And fear'st to die i Famine is in thy cheeks. 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes, 
Upon thy back bangs ragged misery :-« 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law 3 
The world affi)rds no law to make thee ridb ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Apo. My poverty, but net my will consents. 

{Exit APOTHICAKT* 

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy wilL 

Re-enter Apothecary. 

Apo. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off^ and, if you had the strength 
Of twenty men, it would dispatch you straight. 
Rom, There is thy gold ; worse pcnson to men's 
souls. 
Doing more murder in this loathsome world. 
Than these poor compounds that thou may^st not 

sell : 
I sell thee poison, thou bast sold me none. 
Farewell ; ouy food, and get diyself in flesh.*--* 

[^EsU Apothbgakt. 
Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Jidiet's grave ; for there must I use thee. \^Es^m 



SCEKXUI. 



Verona^'^The Cloisters of a Cowoeni. 

Enter Friar Johk. 

John. H(dj Franciscan friar !— Brother^ ho t 

o 
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r 

Enter Friar Laurence* 

Lav, This same should be the voice of friar Jobnn- 
Welcome from Mantua.— What says Romeo f 
Or^if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John. Going to find a barefoot brother out. 
One of our order, to associate me. 
Here in this city visiting the sick. 
And finding him, the searchers of the town, 
Suspecting that we both were in a house . 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 
So that my^ speed to Mantua there was stayed. 

Lau. Who bare my letter then to Romeo ? 

John, I could not send it ;-^here it is again ;* 
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee. 
So fearful were they of infection. 

Lau, Unhappy fortune ! By my brotherhood. 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge; 
Of dear import ; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger. Friar John, go hence; 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell. 

John. Brother^ I'll go, and bring it thee. 

[Exit Friar Johk* 

Lau* Now must I to the monument alone : 
Within these three hours will fair Juliet wake; 
She will beshrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents : 
But I will write again to. Mantua; 
And keep her at my cell 'till Romeo come,— - 
Poor living corse, closed in a dead man's tomb! 

lEiit. 
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8CBNE IV« 



A Churchyard; in it, the Monument of the CapuleA. 

Enter Paris, and his Pas^e with a Torch and a Basket 

ofFioxverSm 

Par, Give me thy torch^ boy* — Hence, and stand 
aloof.— 
Yet, put it oiit ; for I would not be seen. 
Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along^ 
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground ; 
So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread. 
Being loose, unfirmy with digging up of graves. 
But Uiou shalt hear it : WhisUe then to me, 
As signal that thou hear'st something approach.*^ 
Give me those flowers. — Do as 1 bid thee ; go* 

Pase* I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here m the churchyard ; yet I will adventure. 

lExit Page. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed I 
strew : 
Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain, 
Accept this latest favour at my hands ; 
Who, living, honoured thee, and, being dead. 
With funeral obsequies adorn thy tomb ! — 

[^The Page tohistks. 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach.-— 
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night. 
To cross my obsequies ? 
What, with a torch !— Muffle me, nighty awhile. 
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JBnier RombOi end Balthasab wiih a Torch and an 

Iron Crcfw. 

Rom. Give me the wrenching iron. — 
Hold; take this letter: Early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
Put out the torch : and» on thy life, I charge tbee» 
Whatever thou hear'st or seest, stand all aloof, 
AxA do not interrupt me in tiiy coune. 
Why I dttcend into this bed of death, 
b> partly, to behold my lady's face ; 
But, chi^y, to take thence, from her dead finger, 
A precious ring; a ring, that I must use 
In dear employment : therefore hence, be gone :— 
But, if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do. 
By heaven, I will tear thee jeint bv joints 
And strew this hungry churchyard with thy limbs: 
The time and my intents are savage*wild. 
More fierce, and more inexorable fiur. 
Than emptor trgers, or the roaring sea. 

BaL I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Rom. So shalt thou wm my Savour.— Take thoa 

that : \Gioes Balthasar hi$ Purse. 

live, and be prosperous ; and fiireweU, good feUoir. 

BaL For all thb same, PU hide me near this place; 
His looks I fear, and hb intents I doubt. 

TExit Balthasar. 

Ram* Thou maw detestable, thou womb of death, 
Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth. 
Thus I enforee thy rotten jaws to open, 

[AHempUng to break open the Monument. 
And, in deqpite, 1 11 cram thee with more food. 

Enter Paris. 

Par% Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague. 
Can veBgeance be ^>asvitAi^>n^T xlbasoL dfiatb ? 
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Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and ge with me ; fot thou must die. 

Horn. I must, indeed ; and therefore came I hi- 
ther. — 
Good, gentle \outh, tempt not a desperate man : 
Fly hence, and leave me : 
By heaven, I love thee better than myself; 
For I come hither arm'd against myself. 

Par. I do defy thy pity, and thy counsel^ 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, 
boy. [Thet^fght — Pabi$>/Zi. 

Par* O, I am slain ! — If thou be merciful. 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet [Dies, 

Rom. In faith, 1 will. — Let me peruse this face :— - 
Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris : 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book !— . 
I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave ; 

[Bursts open the Monument. 
For here lies Juliet.— O, my love, my wife I 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath,, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy h'ps, and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there «<— 
O, Juliet, why art thou yet so fair ? 
Here, here 

Will I set up my everlasting rest; 
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world-wearied flesh.-^ 
Come bitter conduct, come unsavoury guide ! 

[ Takes out ilie Poison* 
Thou, desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks my sea^sick weary bark !— 
No morPj-r-here's to my love I— 

IDrinks the Draught. 
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EyeSy look your last I 

Arms, take your last embrace ! and, lips, do yoa 

The doors <» breath seal with a nghteous kiss .'— 

[JuiiiBT waka. 
Soft !— she breathes, and stirs ! 

Jul. Where am I ? Defend me, powers ! 

Rom She speaks, die fires, and we shall stflibe 
bles»M ! 
My kind pro|»lious stars overpay me now 
For all mj sorrows past^— -Rise, rise, my Juliet; 
And from this cave of death, this house of horror, 
Quick let me snatdi thee to thy Romeo's arms ; 
There breathe a vital qpirit m thy Ifps^ 
And call thee back, my soul, to life Bni kive. 

iRakeshcr, 

Jvl. Bless me, how cold it is !-^Wbo's there?— 

Rom. Thy husbmid; 
'Tis thy Romeo, Juliet, raised from despair 
To JOTS unutterable.«-Quit, quit this place. 
And let us fly together.^-[£n»g« her from the Tomh 

Juk Why do you force me so ?— -1*11 ne'er con- 
sent;— 
Mv strength may fail me, but my wilPs unmoved ;— 
ril not wed Paris ;— -Romeo is my husband. 

Rom. Romeo is thy husband ; I am that Romeo ; 
Nor all the opposing powers of earth or man 
Shall break our bonds, or tear thee from my heart. 

Jul. I know that voice : Its magic sweetness wakes 
My tranced soul ;— I now remember well 
Each circumstance. — 
O my lord, my husband i— 
Dost thou avoid me, Romeo i Let me touch 
Thy hand, and taste the cordial of thy lips^*^ 
You fright me : — Speak : — O, let me hear some voice 
Besides my own in this drear vault of deatb^ 
Or I shall faint.*— -Su^^ort me— 
Rom. Oy 1 caxmot\ 
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I have no strength ; but want thy feeble aid*— - 
Cruel poisob ! 

Jul* Poison! What means my lord? Thy trembling 
voice, 
Pale lips, and swimming eyes,— -Death's in thy face. 

Rom. It is indeed,— 1 struggle with him now :— 
The transports that I felt, 
To hear thee speak, and see thy opening eyeS) 
Stopped, for a moment, hb impetuous course. 
And all my mmd was happiness and thee : — 
But now the poison rushes through my veins :-» 
I have not time to telly- 
Fate brought me to this place, to take a last, 
Last farewell of my love, and with thee die* 

JuL Die ? — Was the friar false ? 

Eonu I know not that.— ^ 
I thought thee dead : distracted at the sights*— 
O fatal speed I— drank poison, — kiss'd thy lip8» 
And found within thy arms a precious grave : 
But, in that moment,-^ f-— 

Jul. And did I widce for thi&! 

Ronu My powers are blasted : 
'Twixt death and love Pm torn, I am distrsKHed : 
But death's strongest :— And must I leave thee^ 

Juliet !— ^ 
O, cruel, cursed fate I in sight of heaven,— 

Jul* Thou ravest : lean on my breast. 

Rom. Fathers have flinty hearts, no tears caan mek 
*em: 
Nature pleads in vain : — Children must be wretched. 

Jul, O, my breaking heart 1 

Rom. She is my wil^,— our hearts are twined to* 
gether,r- 
Capulet, forbear; — Paris, loose your hold;— - 
Pull not our heait-strings thus : — they crack,— they 

break,— 
O, Juliet i Juliet ! — \]D?v.e^. 

JuL Stay, stay for me, Romeo \ 

5 
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A moment stay ; fate marries us in deatb. 
And we are one; no power shall part us. 

[^Fainis on Romeo's Bodi/. 

Enter Friar Laurenge, tvUh a LtaUem and an 

Iron Crow* 

Lau. Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft to-night 
Have piyoid feet stumbled at graves! Who'a there?— 
Alack, alack 1 what blood is this which stains 
Tbe stony entrance of this sepulchre i 

Jul Who's there ? 

Lau, Ha ! Juliet awake !«-and Romeo dead I— 
And P^ris too ! — O, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this, lamentable chance ! 

JuL Here he is still, and I will hold him fast ; 
They shall not tear him from me. 

Lati. Patience, lady ! 

*iuL O, thou cursed friar ! Patience ! 
Talk'st thou of patience to a wretch like me? 

Lqii> O fatal error ! — Rise, thou fair distress^, 
And fly this scene df death. 

JuL Come thou not near me ; 
Or this dagger shall quit my Romeo's death. 

{^Drains a dagger* 

Lau, I wonder not, thy griefi hav^ niade thee 
desperate. — 

[ Voices withotU>2 
Follow, follow,— 

Lau. What noise without ? — Sweet Juliet, let ui 

fly; 
A greater power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents : Come, haste away : 
1 will dispose thee, most unhappy lady, 
Amongst a sisterhood of holy nuns. 

[ Voices xvitkout*] 
Which way ? Which way? 

Lau* Stay notlo q^le%x\o\i\?o^-V\!k^\<I^^^^«i^^ 
Come ; go, good JuVveV— \^t^^^'^^?^^^^^> 
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JuL Go, get thee hence; far I will not away.— 
What's here i A phial ! — Romeo^s tiinelesi end.** 
O, churl ! drink all ; and leave no friendly drop 
To help me after? — I will kiss thy lips;— 
Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them.-^ 

[Voices toUhmtt.} 
Lead, boy : — Which way ? 

Jul. Noise a^in !— 
Then Til be bnef. — O, happy dagger ! — 

[Stabs hersdf. 
This is thy sheath ; — ^there rest, and let me die. 

\Dk$. 

Enter Balthasar and the Pa^e guardedy-4he 
Prince^ and Attendants with Torches* 

BaL This is the place, my liege. 
Prince* What mtsadvehtore is so early np. 
That calls our person from its morning's rest I 

Enter Cafulet, and Gentlemen. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek 
abroad ? — 
The people in the street cry — ^Borneo ; 
Some, — Juliet; and somci — Paris: and all ran 
With open outcry towards ofur monument. 
Prince. What fear is this, which startles in your 

ears? 
B(d. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris slain ;— » 
My master Romeo dead ; — and Juliet, ' 

Thought dead before, appears but newly kill'd. 
Cap. O me ! this sight of death is as a bell. 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montague, and Gentlemen. 

Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art early up. 
To see thy son and heir now early fallen. 

Man* Alas, my liege, my wife ia de«A I^x&j^jjxV 
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Tbe exile of my son hath stopped her breath :^ 
What further woe conspires against my age ? 

Prince. Look there, and see. 

Mon* O, thou untaught ! what manners is in this, 
To press before thy father to a grave ! 

Prince! Seal up tbe mouth of outrage for a while, 
'Till we can clear these ambiguities. 
And know their spring and head : Meantime forbear, 
And let mischance be slave to patienqe* — 
Brmg forth the parties of suspicion. 

Enter Friar Laurence. 

Lau. I am the greatest* 

Prince, Then, say at once what thou dost know in 
this. 

Lau, Let us retire from this dread scene of death, 
And I'll unfold the whole : If aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacriGced, some hour before its time. 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 
. Prince* We still have known thee for a holy man—- 
Let Romeo's man, and let the boy attend us : 
We'll hence, and further scan these sad disasters.— 
Well may you mourn, my lords, now wise too late. 
These tragic issues of your mutual hate. 
Prom private feuds what dire misfortunes flow ! 
Whate'er the cause, the sure effect is woe. [ExewU. 



THE END. 
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